THE MAGAZINE OF SEXUAL MARVELS / DEC 1990 — 


> 


TOTURN UP. 
THE HEAT 


BA acca 


71486°02437 


0 8 


Wee NNN 


¥ 


asic: 


4 


additional mi rule  @=—=—=seEO 

+$2.00 the first minute and $1 00 each 

addiionaiminule. = 
UST BE 18 YEARS OF 


BOB GUCCIONE: CHAIRMAN AND PUBLISHER 


DON MYRUS: EDITORIAL DIRECTOR 

JOHN BORRELLI: MANAGING EDITOR 

LAURA WOODS: ART DIRECTOR 

SUSAN WINDLE-POSNER: ASSOCIATE MANAGING EDITOR 


FROM YOUR BOX TO OURS CIAO! 

EROTIC PHOTOGRAPHY LADY OF LETTERS 4 
LETTERS DIFFERENT STROKES | 9 
BOOK BONUS AURORA TRILL Anonymous 18 
BOOK REVIEWS PENTHOUSE LETTERS BOOKSHELF 24 
HOT STUFF _ THE THIRD ONE : 26 
MY MOST UNFORGETTABLE LAY TEST FLIGHT 30 
LETTERS PURSUIT & CAPTURE 35 
PERFORMING ARTS EROTIC DANCER Photographs by Craig Morey 42 
LETTERS FROM OUR FILES A LETTER FROM CHARLES DICKENS 46 
SHORT STORY DAN, JR. Wes Caldwell . 52 
LETTERS 7 SERENDIPITY 57 
PORTFOLIO WINGS OF DESIRE Paintings by Ted Coconis | 66 
ADVICE XAVIERA SAYS Xaviera Hollander 73 
LETTERS CROWD SCENES 83 
EROTIC PHOTOGRAPHY SEEING RED 90 
POSTSCRIPT COME AGAIN 96 
Front cover Elizabeth McKenna, senior editor; Lena Dixon, Carmen Ficarra, associate editors; Edward M. Hartley, 
photograph of Edward Lieber, assistant editors; Michael Di loia, Susanna Rossiello, assistant art directors; Julie 
Amy Kristensen David, executive assistant; Susan L. Stern, administrative assistant; C.J. Scheiner, contributing 
by Philip Mond. editor; Bill Harbutt, transportation director; Hal Halpner, production director; Tom Stinson, production 
Picture credits, manager; Nancy Rice, assistant production manager; Bobbi Nusbaum, production assistant; Lisa 
page 64. R. Sulgit, EPS manager. 


seine apse sores lala leeds cicatricial eiete e 
The Penthouse Corporation: Kathy Keeton, vice chairman; David J. Myerson, president; John C. 
Prebich, executive vice president/chief financial officer; Anthony J. Guccione, secretary/treasurer. 
Administration: Frank DeVino, senior vice president/graphics director; John Evans, senior vice presi- 
dent/director of manufacturing; Don Myrus, senior vice president/associate publisher; Joe Brooks, 
vice president/art director, international; Marcia Orovitz, vice president/circulation director. 


en, vin cet DR RIE NS PR at RO I EE RT EERE TS RCN OTN ERERER ee 
PENTHOUSE LETTERS gives men and women the opportunity to share with their fellow readers 
the details of their uninhibited sexual experiences and innermost sexual fantasies. In addition to read- 
ers’ letters, each month the magazine presents a stimulating variety of humor, fiction, reviews and 
advice, as well as exciting and attractive erotic photography . 


PENTHOUSE LETTERS (ISSN 0883-8798) December 1990, Vol. 8, No. 11. Copyright © 1990 by Penthouse Letters, Ltd. All rights 
reserved. Published monthly in the United States and Canada by Penthouse Letters, Ltd., 1965 Broadway, New York, NY 10023- 
5965. Tel. (212) 496-6100. Printed in the U.S.A. Second-class postage paid New York, NY and additional mailing offices. POST- 
MASTER: Send address changes to PENTHOUSE LETTERS Magazine, P.O. Box 3223, Harlan, IA 51537-3223. Penthouse Let- 
ters is a registered trademark of Penthouse International, Ltd. Entire contents copyrighted. Nothing may be reproduced in whole 
or in part without written permission from the publisher. The photographs published herein are not necessarily related in any way 
to the text. Any similarity between persons or places mentioned in the fiction or semifiction and real places or persons living or 
dead is coincidental. Publisher disclaims any responsibility to return unsolicited editorial, graphic or photographic material. Letters 
to Penthouse, Penthouse Letters, their editors or the Penthouse Pets become the sole property of Penthouse, and may be published 
subject to editing at Penthouse’s sole discretion, as well as exploited in all media, all rights for all purposes therein having been 
granted by the writer. Some of the material herein was previously published in Penthouse in slightly varied form. Certain pictures 
and words in this edition may differ from that in copies circulated outside Canada due to the publisher’s compliance with tariff code 
9956 of Schedule VII to the Canadian Customs Tariff. Distributed worldwide by Curtis Circulation Co., P.O. Box 9102, Pennsauken, 
NJ 08109. Subscriptions: U.S., AFO—$28 one year; Canada and elsewhere—$38 one year. Single copies $4. 95 in U.S., AFO, 
FPO and Canada. Telephone: 800-333-2802. 


lf this request sounds corny, 
then so be it. Probably as a 
result of watching too many mov- 
ies, | fantasize about being an 
American GI stationed in Italy 
during World War Il. It’s a hot, 
quiet afternoon. I’m on my own, 
wandering around the cobble- 
stone streets. | turn a corner, 
and standing before me is a 
beautiful Italian girl. Her long, 
black hair gleams in the sun. 
Visible beneath her tattered 
dress is a ripe young body, long 
and lush. Her olive skin is flaw- 
less. | tremble with desire as 
her dark, smoldering eyes meet 
mine. If you could find some 
photos that evoke even a hint 
of my fantasy, you’d make this 
readef a happy man. —A-.P, 
Brooklyn, New York 


Corny? Your request had many 
of us hungering for a taste of 
Italy ourselves. Indeed, we 
couldn’t help taking the fantasy 
a few steps further and we lost 
the tattered dress somewhere 
along the way.—The Editors 
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for your F REE copy of 
ABC's "TELEMATE 


NEWS" featuring 


revealing fotos & stories of 


: & guys who turn 
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| Husband and Wife Find Out 
That Experimentation Can 
Be Very Nice 

My wife and | have been 
married about seven years, 
and our sex life has gone 
steadily downhill. Actually, 
we never had a really exciting 
sex life—everything we did 
was pretty standard. We 
didn't talk about fantasies, 
turning each other on or 
about sex in general. We just 
assumed that this was the 
way it was going to be 
between us. 

About six months ago, 
however, we got some new 
neighbors about our age, 
Monty and Janet. We hit it off 
pretty well. | spent a lot of time 
with Monty, and my wife 
became good friends with 
Janet. Janet is always making 
sexual remarks, so it seems 
like Sex is always on her 
mind. Her clothes reflect her 
attitude, so Lois and | thought 
she was some sort of 
exhibitionist. Monty never 
made any sexual remarks to 
my wife, but he didn’t seem 
to mind his wife’s promiscuity. 
Monty and | discussed sex a 
lot and talked about the other 
neighborhood women. | even 
confided in him about my 
private sex life or lack thereof. 
| told him that my marriage 
was probably heading for 
disaster. | told him that neither 
Lois nor | had the guts to 
come right out and discuss 
our sexual problems. He told 
me that | could enhance my 
sex life if | wanted to try 
harder. He said that Janet 
had gotten the same 
impression from Lois, and 
that Lois told Janet that she 
was ready for a change in her 
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Sex life. He said that both he 


and Janet wereery happy 
with their sex life and that they 
discussed and indulged in 
everything. He said that if we 
wanted, they'd help us break 
the ice and introduce us to 
new things. 

One thing led to another, 
and late that afternoon we 
agreed to take the women out 
for dinner that night. Lois 
approached Janet with the 
dinner idea, and Janet 
agreed to go if Lois would 
wear the same type of outfit 
she did. Lois already knew 
that Janet wore revealing 
clothes, but she seemed 
ready to experiment and 
didn't have any problems with 
the idea. 

About an hour before 
leaving for dinner, Monty 
came over and told my wife 
that Janet wanted her to 
come over to select the 
clothes they were going to 
wear. Lois came back about 
thirty minutes later, and | 
almost shit in my pants. She 
came in the door with Janet, 
wearing one of Janet’s 
light-blue dresses. The dress 
was very short, low cut and 
tight! Its length came about 
halfway between the top of 
her knees and her ass. On 
top it was Cut so low that it 
barely covered her tits. Half 
her breasts were showing, 
and | could see the deep 
cleavage between them. The 
dress was so tight that there 
could be no doubt in anyone’s 


| mind that she wasn't wearing 


a damned thing underneath 
except for a pair of very 
sheer, light-blue, see-through 
pantyhose. 

| couldn't believe that this 


was my wife, and that she’d 
just been wearing this outfit 
in public. Lois is a very 
nice-looking woman. Very 
well proportioned. Most men 
‘would probably die to have a 
woman like her for a wife, but 
| just didn’t know if | was 
ready to have her advertise 
her body to everyone else. 
To top it off, Janet had given 
her a matching pair of blue 
high heels to wear. 

Janet was wearing pretty 
much the same outfit, but in 
a light green. She must have 
bought a matching pair of 
those dresses for different 
occasions. Janet is a couple 
inches shorter than my wife, 
a little thinner and a bit 
smaller in the bust, so her 
dress wasn't as tight and 
didn't appear quite as short 
or low cut. | just couldn't 
believe the entire picture. | 
almost ran over to Lois and 
told her to go to the bedroom 
and put some clothes on, for 
fear that Monty was going to 
see her. | was in a state of 
shock and just kept staring. | 
rationalized that since Janet 
was in the same outfit, | would 
refrain from saying anything. 
| figured that Janet was just 
trying to help Lois overcome 
some of her shyness and get 
me to look at my wife a little 
differently. 

Monty came over and very 
casually stated that both 
women looked nice, and went 
back to sit on the sofa to 
watch the ball game on TV. 
He, apparently, wasn’t both- 
ered by the women’s attire. 
Lois came closer to me and 
said that Janet wanted to help 
us Out with our sex life, and 
that she thought I'd. probably 


Some like it hot, 
some like it cool, 
and some like it 
any way they can 
get it. Getting 
laid never 

need be boring 
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“When she 
crossed her left 
leg over her 
right one, there 
was no doubt 
in my mind that 
| was seeing 
her pink, 
unshaved 
pussy” 


be happy to see her dressed 
in a skimpy outfit. Janet had 
agreed to wear the same 
thing to make her feel more 
comfortable. She then went 
off to fix a drink for Janet and 
herself. | sat on the sofa 
opposite Monty. — 

Returning from the kitchen 
with drink in hand, Janet 
came in and sat next to her 
husband. As she bent over to 
sit down, the rear of her dress 


- rode to the middle of her ass. 


When she crossed her left leg 
over her right one, there was 
no doubt in my mind that | 
was seeing her pink, 
unshaven pussy. She was 
wearing crotchless panty- 
hose that gave me a clear 
view to her cunt. Every few 
minutes, Julia would look me 
right in the eyes and smile. 
Monty had put his hand on 
her lap and moved her dress 
up even higher, so that it was 
almost to her waist. Her 
shaved cunt was right there 
in front of me to view. Lois 
returned to the living room 
and almost dropped her 
glass when she saw Janet's 
exposed, hairless cunt. | 
guess she didn't expect 
Janet to be advertising so 
openly. 

Lois then sat next to me. 
When she did, the dress 
fabric slipped up her nyloned 
legs, letting her dress ride up 
almost to her cunt. She 
crossed her legs and | saw 
Monty look right down at 
them. Undoubtedly, he was 
getting a good bird's-eye 
view of a beaver. | didn't have 
the nerve to ask Lois if she 
was wearing the same type 
of pantyhose as Janet. | 
guess | should have been 
pissed, but | was too busy 
looking at Janet’s cunt, since 
I'd never seen a shaved one 
for real before. Lois has a lot 
of hair around her cunt, so it’s 
hard to see her pussy unless 
she really spreads her legs 
wide apart, and even then, 
there would still be a lot of 
camouflage around tt. 

Monty said we should be 
leaving for dinner since the 


reservations were for seven 
o'clock. We decided to take 
my Jeep since there was lots 
of room in it, and the ladies 
agreed to sit in the back. 
Janet got in first, then Lois. 
They each had to take a fairly 
high step up to get in, and 
they had to bend over to keep 
their heads from hitting the 
roof. 

Monty and | each got a 
good look at two fine pieces 
of ass. | didn’t need to ask 
my wife if she was wearing 
the same type of pantyhose 
as Janet now, because her 
ample; black pubic hairs 
were staring me in the face, 
right through the crotchless 
pantyhose. We had a nice 
dinner, but | was so 
conscious of people looking 
at our wives that | couldn't 
really enjoy myself. Monty did 
most of the talking and kept 
saying how nice Janet's 
dress fit Lois, and how she 
ought to try on some of her 
other clothes. He told us how 
Janet had some really sexy 
clothes that would make men 
rave over my wife. | couldn't 
see how she could wear 
anything that would be more 
revealing. Monty said he had 
heard from both his wife and 
myself about how our sex life 
was sort of routine and 
boring, and that he really 
thought it was important for 
us to experience a change 
and rekindle the fire between 
us. He really did sound 
sincere, but | still felt awfully 
nervous. He did, however, 
make sense, and Lois and | 
were very attentive. 

The waiter was probably 
getting a great view of Lois’s 
tits, because he was 


continually standing over her, - 


alternating with two other 
waiters from adjoining tables 
to see if there was anything 
we needed. I've never had 
that kind of service in my 
entire life. | think that Lois 
knew what was going on too, 
because she kept shifting in 
her seat, becoming a little 
flushed in the face, and her 
nipples were sticking right 


through the fabric of her 
dress. Lois had always worn 
a bra and, without one, her 
breasts seemed to sway with 
every move she made. | 
never recalled seeing my wife 
dressed without a bra on, but 
| must admit, it was beginning 
to do a bit more than just stir 
some life in me. 

After dinner, Monty sug- 
gested we go to the lounge 
and get a few dances in 
before heading home. My 
wife was agreeable, so we 
adjourned to a small corner 
table farthest from the bar 
and sat down. The place 
wasn't too crowded, so we 
danced a few slow numbers 
with our wives before Monty 
asked Lois to dance. Lois 
usually looked to me for my 
approval, but before we 
could make eye contact, 
Janet had already gotten up 
and taken my hand, saying 
we couldn't be left out. We 
danced a couple of slow 
ones, and | noticed Monty’s 
hands moving slowly down 
until he had my wife's 
ass-cheeks cupped in his 
hands. Janet had wrapped 
herself tightly around me and 
whispered in my ear that she 
thought my wife looked 
lovely. She then grabbed my 
left wrist, guided my hand 
down between us, and 
pressed my palm against her 
cunt. It was fairly dark, and 
not many people were paying 
attention to us. We were in the 
corner of the dance floor, so | 
didn't worry too much. But 
what she did next almost 
gave me heart attack: Janet 
pulled up the front of her 
dress until her shaven cunt 
was right in the palm of my 
hand. It really felt wonderfully 
smooth, and | could feel my 
prick getting harder by the 
minute. When | pulled my 
hand away she told me that 
she felt something hard 
pressing against her, and 
ground her pelvis into mine. 
I'm sure she knew that if she 
had another dance with me, | 
would have come in my 
pants. 
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After that dance, it was 
Lois who suggested we 
leave. | figured that Monty’s 
wandering hands had either 
upset her a little, or that 
maybe she saw the little act 
that Janet pulled. We left and 
when we got near home, 
Monty suggested we go to 
his place for a cup of coffee 
before calling it a night. That 
seemed agreeable, so we all 
went to his place. He made 
himself comfortable on the 
couch, and | sat on a bar 
stool by the kitchen counter. 
Lois decided to sit on a stool 
next to me. The stool was 
thirty-six inches off the floor 
and in direct line of sight from 
Monty's eyes, giving him a 
perfect view of Lois’s cunt. 
She then crossed her legs, a 
move that I'm sure helped the 
view. Just thinking of this 
made me get up and go sit 
by Monty to see what he 
could really see. | wasn’t 
mistaken either. With her 
dress well under her ass and 
riding high on her thighs, my 
wife’s black pubic patch was 
in full view from under her 
legs. She looked at the two of 
us and asked if something 
was the matter. | don’t know 
what prompted me to say it, 
but | told her that if her pussy 
was shaved like Janet’s, the 
two of them would look almost 
alike. She quickly tried to 
slide off the stool. In the 
process, however, her dress 
stuck to the stool, and when 
she stood up her dress was 
hiked up about her hairy 
mound. 

Since the dress was tight 
to begin with, it didn’t fall 
down to cover her. | thought 
she was going to faint as she 
tried to pull it down over her 
exposed hairy area. She got 
it down all right, but not 
before Janet came around 
the counter, took a quick look 
at her, and remarked that her 
pussy would probably turn 
me on a lot more if it were 
shaved. Lois’s face quickly 
turned a deep blush, and she 
turned around to face the 
counter. Janet went up 
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behind her, put her arm 
around her shoulder and 
whispered something in her 
ear. The two of them went 
upstairs and were gone for 
about forty-five minutes. 
Monty and | talked about the 
events of the evening and 
how | felt. 

When they returned, | 
noticed that my wife made it 
a point to raise her dress a 
little before seating herself. 
She then spread her legs to 
give us both one hell of a 
beaver shot. Her pussy was 
shaved clean, and for the first 
time in our marriage | got to 
see what my wife’s pussy 
really looked like. Janet was 
sitting right next to her with 
her legs apart too, laughing 
at the look on my face. She 
asked if they looked alike 
now. | went over to my wife 
and gave her a real loving 
embrace, running my hand 
down her dress until | cupped 
her newly shaved area. | was 
so horny and excited that | 
didn't think | was going to be 
able to hold back much 
longer. 

Janet put her arms around 
both Lois and me and told us 
that she and Monty would be 
delighted to introduce us to a 
whole new world of enjoy- 
ment. | said I'd love to, and 
Lois agreed, saying it would 
do wonders for our marriage. 
But we decided to call it a 
night so we could be on our 
own, and so | could explore 
my new wife. 

Lois and | talked a lot 
about what happened that 
night, and we both agreed 
that Janet and Monty had 
helped us over a big 
stumbling block in our 
marriage and put ourselves 
on a better course. We 
agreed to spend more time 
with them to see what else 
they might suggest. 

The next day we talked to 
Monty and Janet about the 
previous evening. They 
suggested that Lois and | 
each express what happened 
to us in writing, and that by 
reading each other’s letter 


we would become more open 
with each other and less 
inhibited. Monty suggested 
we send our letters to 
Penthouse Letters. We told 
them we would and that we’d 
like to spend more time with 
them. They sort of looked at 
each other with a funny smile 
and said they'd love to get to 
know us better.—Name and 
address withheld 


A Very Happy New York 
Gringo Comes Again 

From the day | moved into 
my four story walk-up on New 
York's Upper West Side | 
Started a hallway flirtation with 
Yvonne, who lived on the floor 
below me. Yvonne is a tall, 
Cuban nurse in her mid-fifties, 
with a full chest and the most 
beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen. 
| was twenty-four, barely out 
of college, and pretty shy. But 
every time | passed Yvonne 
on the stairs, I’d flash her the 


best smile | had. What neither | 


Yvonne nor anybody else 
knew was that, though I’m 
Straight, | like to “dress up” 
in private for kicks. With no 
girlfriend to sleep with, | like 
to come home from the office 
and put on some satin 
panties and pantyhose 
(L’Eggs Sheer Energy are my 
favorite), and a dress and 
high heels. Then | jerk off till 
I'm cross-eyed, turned on by 
all the silk. 

One day |’d done just that, 
and was fixing supper in a 
summer dress, stockings and 
a petticoat, wondering how 
long | could stand it before | 
creamed my panties, when 
there was a knock at the door. 
It was Yvonne, asking to talk 
to me! My flirting had paid off, 
and | wasn't dressed to take 
advantage! | called out that | 
was trying on a costume for a 
party, and she called back 
that it didn’t matter, she 
wanted to see me. 

With my heart pounding | 
opened the door and saw her 
look of amazement turn into a 
hearty laugh. “Muy guapa!” 
she said, meaning “very 


pretty, as she stepped in the 


ole claimed in1 559. 
to have discovered the — 
Clitoris, reports Thomas _ - . 
W.Laqueurinvolume 
three of Fragments for a 
History of the Human 
Body, a recently issued 
potpourri of ey 
‘essays. . 
Obviously, since he 
died | in 1506, it can’t be 
Christopher Columbus to a 
whom Laqueur refers: It S _ 
ananatomistnamed sy 
-Renaldus Columbus. The / 
only relationship between _ 
the two of them seems to _ 


bethatboth—onein 
charting new lands and ~~ 
the other in mapping ihe 
female body —were fuck- : : 
ups. Laqueur says that 
Renaldus’s “initial map- _ 
ping [ofthe clitoris}is = 
unfamiliar.” Although he 
recognized the organ as, _ 
iInnISOwNWwords, 
“preeminently the seat of _ 
women’s delight,” _— - 
that its being rubbed ~ 
could produce “frenzied 7 
lust” ina woman, — _ 
hatha said it is located | 
{ themouthofthe 
eres? and described it | 
as “these projections” oF 
“processes.” Laqueuris 
understandably puzzled 
by the anatomist's ‘odd 
and imprecise” account. _ 
He’ssureonlythatit  —_ 
wasn't Columbus who f i rst | 
discovered the clitoris.& a / 
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“| was fixing 

supper in a summer 
dress, stockings 
and a petticoat, 
wondering how long 
| could stand it 
before | creamed 
my panties” 
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door looking me up and 
down. She said, “You must 
go to a lot of costume parties, 
since you walk so well in high 
heels!” 

The look on my face gave 
everything away. “But you 
are straight, no?” she said. “| 
can see it from how you smile 
on the stairs at me.” | told her 
| was indeed straight, and 
she said she’d come up to 
ask if | wanted to share some 
flan with her. | jumped at the 
chance, saying I'd change 
and be right-down, but she 
took my arm and said, “No, 
this is a ‘come as you are!’ ” 
She checked that the hall was 
clear, and | followed her 
down, my high heels 
clattering and my petticoat 
swishing deafeningly. In her 
apartment we two “girls” sat 
down to dessert and lots and 
lots of beer, getting pretty 
drunk together while | got 
very turned on. Then she 
abruptly said, “You want to 
fuck me, huh? Stand up, 
chica, and hold your dress 
up.” 
| stood up beside the table 
and held the hem up while 
she came over and roughly 
pulled my stockings and 
pantyhose down to mid-thigh, 
revealing my stiff cock, which 
she took in her fist and held 
tightly, rubbing her thumb in 
the slick pre-come at the tip. 

“You want to fuck 
Yvonne,” she said, “first you 
suck her tits. And you come 
when Yvonne tells you to. You 
understand, chica? You say 
yes, Yvonne!” 

“Yes, Yvonne,” | said, 
hardly able to believe my 
eyes as she undid the front 
of her nurse’s uniform and 
stood in front of me in her 
panties, white pantyhose and 
a white bra that could hardly 
hold her two enormous 
breasts. She pulled them out 


of their cups, holding them in 


her palms and offering them, 
saying, “Suck, chica! And 
suck me good.” 

| took the enormous 
areolae in my mouth, felt the 
huge, taut nipples against 


my tongue and sucked like 
there was no tomorrow. 
Meanwhile, Yvonne put her 
hand inside her panties and 
stroked herself wildly, buck- 
ing three, four, five times 
when she came. Then she 
said, “Lay down on the 
couch, chica, and hold her 
dress up and get ready. 
Yvonne is going to fuck the 
daylights out of your Anglo 
ass.” 

| guess it wasn’t till that 
moment that | realized how 
much | wanted to be bossed 
around by somebody like 
Yvonne, and boy was | 
getting it! Then | lay down, 
holding up my dress and 
watching while she took off 
her stockings and panties. 
She said, “You come too 
soon, | Squeeze your ass, 
chica. Maybe you like that. 
Maybe you want your ass 
nice and plump.” She 
lowered herself onto my 
waiting cock, saying, “Yeah, 
| think you want Yvonne to 
squeeze your ass, chica, 
what you say? You want 
that?” 

It was too much for me, 
and | came almost as soon 
as she was on me. I'd never 
felt anything like it in my life, 
pouring come till | thought | 
was going crazy, because | 
just seemed to keep shooting 
and shooting. | felt like | really 
knew what a woman felt like, 
getting fucked on a couch in 
a good dress, and it changed 
my life. 

Yvonne didn't tire me out 
that time, but she did the 
next, and that was the second 
chapter in our relationship, 
which has continued right up 
until today. | play chica. She 
plays the boss.—Name and 
address withheld 


He Likes to Watch, but 

He’s Certainly No Tattletale 
| am writing you a letter to tell 
you about an experience | 
had last summer. Although | 
love having sex with women, 
my real rush comes from 
being a voyeur. My whole sex 
life has been devoted to 


seeing without being seen. | 
have my own business as a 
house painter. | finished off 
one of the rooms in my house 
myself. In this special room is 
a high-grade, two-way mirror 
| installed to be able to look 
directly at the front of the bed. 
It is impossible to see 
through. | had this room 
finished for years before | got - 
a chance to use it for what it 
was intended. | videotaped a 
few ladies and me fucking, 
which was fun, but not the big 
rush | was looking for. 

In the middle of the 
summer a friend of mine 
called to see if her daughter 
could stop over a few days 
on her way to California. | said 
yes, but the thought never 
occurred to me that she 
would fulfill my dreams while 
she was here. It had been a 
few years since I'd seen 
Teresa and | really couldn't 
remember what she looked 


like, except that she was a 


cute little girl. When | picked 
her up at the airport | was 
surprised to find that she had 
grown into a pretty nice- 
looking woman. | hate to 
admit it now, but she wasn't 
the type of girl | would try to 
get into bed. 

Teresa is now five feet 
eight inches, has small tits 
and a great ass, and 
fire-engine red hair that 
almost glows in the dark. She 
was wearing a miniskirt and 
a man’s T-shirt when | picked 
her up. On the way home we 
talked about the normal 
stuff—relatives, the flight and 
so on. When we got to my 
home | showed her to her 
sleeping quarters. Then | 
quickly pointed out the lock 
on the door so she could 
have complete privacy when 
she needed tt. 

At dinner that night | asked 
her what she wanted to do 
with the few days she was 
going to spend here. She 
said she loved to sunbathe 
and wanted to know if | knew 
any good beaches we could 
get a tan on. | replied that | 
did, and we made plans to hit 
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a few of the local spots the 
next day. 

That night | snuck down to 
the other side of the bedroom 
mirror to check out the view. | 
was breathing hard with 
anticipation. Then | saw her 
come into the room. She 
pulled her nightclothes on 
over her head and took off her 
bra and pants and went to 
bed. | never got to see so 


| much as a bare tit. 


We got up early the next 
day and headed for the 
beach. She looked real fine 
in her shorts and | was just 
hoping | was going to see 
more of this young lady’s 
body. Once there, we found 
a spot on the crowded beach 
and laid out our towels. She 
took off her clothes and was 
wearing a really small, 
French-cut bikini that made 
my crank hard inside my 
boxer shorts. She had a really 
tight-looking stomach and 
was putting oil on it all day. 
Again my swim trunks looked 
like a pup tent! 

All day long | was trying to 
turn the subject to sex so | 
could get some background 
on what she was into, but | 
just kept running into a brick 
wall. It seemed like she either 
didn’t want to talk about it or 
she didn't care. She did say, 
however, when | remarked 
how smooth her legs were, 
that her body didn't grow 
much hair! (This was killing 
me.) Guys were checking her 
out all day but she just 
seemed to shrug them off. 
She said she had a boyfriend 
at home and was loyal to him 
only. | was bummed, to say 
the least. A loyal woman just 
wasn't going to do what | 
wanted her to do. 

We got home that night, 
watched some tube and went 
to bed. While she was in the 
shower | slipped a sexy 
magazine under her bed, 
hoping this might motivate 
her a little. Then | went to get 
the camera ready. She came 
into the room wearing a white 
terry robe. Her hair was up in 
a towel and she had a bottle 
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of body lotion in one hand. 
The magazine was just 
sticking out from underneath 
the bed, and when she sat 
down on the floor to blow-dry 
her hair she found it. She 
looked at it briefly and stuck 
it back under the bed. | just 
about died. She didn’t even 
react. 

After she finished blow- 
drying her hair she took off 
her robe and put lotion all 
over herself. She had small 
but nicely shaped tits, a great 
lower body, and an almost 
bare pussy with a tiny patch 
of red hair. Her tan line was 
very evident, and she put a 
lot of lotion on her body (little 
did she know | was putting 
lotion on my cock). Her 
glistening body made me 
shoot my load all over the 
wall and | almost fell over 
from the intensity. - 

She went over and locked 
the door. Then | knew that it 
was going to be a killer night. 
She put on a pair of black 
Jockey panties and a man’s 
tank top T-shirt. She pulled 
down the covers of the bed 
and propped up her pillow in 
the sitting position, then 
reached under the bed for the 
magazine. My heart was 
pounding so hard | thought | 
was going to have a heart 
attack. She paged through 
the book, stopping briefly to 
look at each picture. | could 
tell by the wet spot in the 
crotch of her Jockeys that the 
book was getting to her. 

She then took off her top, 
reached into her bag and got 
out a jar of petroleum jelly. 
Applying the jelly to her 
nipples, she twisted and 
pulled each one until they 
were fully extended. | had to 
stop masturbating so | 
wouldn't blow another load. 
Reaching into her panties, 
she slowly stroked her pussy 
in a circular motion, still 
holding the magazine in one 
hand. Then, the moment | 
was waiting for: she lifted her 
butt and slid her panties off. 

She spread her legs and 
continued to look at the book. 


She had one of those pussies 
that didn’t seem to have any 
lips. Looking like she was 
going to come, she put down 
the magazine. Then she 
spread her legs farther, 
sliding her finger in and out 
of her hairless cunt, twisting 
her nipples with her other 
hand and grinding her pussy 
against her fingers. Finally 
she lifted her butt off the bed, 
bucking and grinding hard. 

She collapsed back on the 
bed, her legs still wide open. 
She kept rubbing her crack 
slowly as if she were winding 

*down. She put the magazine 

back under the bed, rolled 
over and turned off the light. 

The next morning we ate 
breakfast and | took her to the 
airport. | never mentioned the 
night before and neither did 
she. | would never mention it 
to any of my friends either. 
Whenever | want to relive the 
moment | just pop in the video 
marked Teresa. —Name and 
address withheld 


Switching Roles Was the 
Best Anniversary Present 
He’d Ever Received 
My wife Isa and | have been 
married for nine years now 
and have an active, loving 
sex life. Every year for our 
anniversary she gives me a 
special sexual gift. Last year 
she shaved her beautiful 
blonde pussy, then later 
rubbed it all over my face. 
This year she decided to help 
me partake of one of my 
fantasies. One night when we 
were making love with Isa on 
top, riding my cock as if it was 
her last fuck, | verbalized a 
fantasy about me being a 
woman being screwed by 
her, the man. For this year’s 
gift she decided that she 
would take masculine control, 
seduce me, and fuck my 
make-believe cunt. 

| arrived home from work 
to find Isa looking very sexy. 
She was dressed in one of 
my dress shirts, a tie anda 
pair of pants. | could tell she 
was up to something by the 
way the nipples of her 
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Love Snacks _ 
Have you ever been so 
transported by sexual 
ardor that you bit off your 
partner's eyelashes’? If not, 
it's a pretty safe bet that 
you don’t hail from the 
idyllic South Sea islands 
known as the Trobiands. 
You see, in the Trobiand 
Islands—as Bronislaw Mal- 
inowski relates in his 
classic ethnological mono- 
graph, The Sexual Life of 
Savages —"“a lover will 


tenderly or passionately 
bend over his mistress’s 
eyes and bite off the tips 
of her eyelashes. This... 
is done in orgasm as well 
as in the less passionate 
preliminary stages. | was 
never quite able to grasp 
the . .. sensuous value of 
this. ... | have no doubt 
of its reality however, for | 
have not seen one boy or 
girl in the Trobiands with 
the long eyelashes to ~ 
which they are entitled by 
nature.” 

Another even more 
exotic erotic behavior of 
these islanders, according 
to Malinowski’s 1929 work, 
consisted of “catching 
each other's lice and 
eating them,” a procedure 
that produced an “exqui- 
site sense of intimacy.” To 
the islanders it was “a na- 
tural and pleasant occupa- 
tion between two who are 
fond of each other.’”bx 
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Homophobia in Iran 
One of Iran's religious 
leaders, Ayatollah Musavi- 
Ardebili, in a recent prayer 
sermon at Tehran Univer- 
sity, endorsed a prescrip- 
tion of Islam that calls for 
homosexuals, male and © 


most severe punish- - 


guilty under Koranic law, 
he preached, an offender 
should be ‘split in two 

with a sword.” 


Lest anyone deem such 
a fate not to be severe © 
enough, the ayatollah — 
advised an alternative: 
“Dig a hole,” he said, © 
“make a fire in the hole 
and throw [the sinner] 
alive into the fire.” 

The ayatollah’s speech 
was monitored by the BBC 
and reported in the 
Philadelphia Gay News. 
The Village Voice then 
reprised it. Musavi- 
Ardebili's sermon, ob- 
serves the Voice, “is the — 
latest evidence that the 
lranian government is 
executing gay men and © 
women. ... There are five 
execution options: Being 
beheaded by a sword, 
thrown from a great 
height, stoned to death, 
buried under a collapsing 
wall, or burned alive.” 


lran’s on the move—toward 
the twelfth century.t= 


female alike, to suffer “the 


ments.” After being found © 


All of which proves that 
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beautiful, thirty-six-inch 
breasts were protruding 
through her shirt. She was 
also wearing one of my hats 
that framed her pretty, 
dimpled face, blue eyes, and 
sexy-as-hell, short, blonde 
hair. She instructed me to hop 
in the shower because she 
had dinner ready, and when | 
finished my shower she 
would have an outfit laid out 
for me in the bedroom. 

| finished showering and 
went in the bedroom to find a 
black garter belt, black 
stockings, a pair of sexy 
see-through bikini panties, 
and her most seductively 
sexy, blue sundress. It took 
me a while to figure it all out, 
but by the time | was dressed 
| have to admit that the effect 
of all that soft, sexy material 
against my skin, coupled with 
my anticipation of the games 
she had planned, was having 
its effect. | could barely 
contain my raging, six-inch 
hard-on inside the panties. 

| emerged from the 
bedroom to find a delicious 
candlelight dinner waiting. As 
| approached the table, Isa 
embraced me and kissed me 
deeply with her tongue 
slithering to the back of my 
throat. While we kissed her 
hands slowly slid down my 
back until she massaged my 
ass. Finished, she looked me 
straight in the eyes with a 
possessed look and told me 
that tonight would be my 
night to be a complete, 
fulfilled woman. She would 
be the rock-hard stud and | 
would soon be begging for 
“his” thick, veined cock deep 
in my mouth and cunt. She 
told me she had a huge 
strap-on dildo all ready for 
me. Then she asked me if | 
was ready to fulfill my part. | 
replied that | indeed was, but 
not liking the tone of my reply, 
she pushed me back hard 
against the wall, held my 
arms up over my head and 
kissed me hard and hungrily. 
Still holding my arms, she 
asked again. This time | 
replied, ‘Yes, sir,” more 


emphatically. She was now 
the man. | was the woman. 
Pulling out my chair to seat 
me like any proper gentleman 
would, we sat down to eat. 
We were both too turned on 
‘to care about food, and it 
didn't help when “he” slid his 
hand up my dress and 
caressed my thighs. When 
we finished pretending we 
were hungry, we went back 
to the living room and 
collapsed onto the couch, 
necking like two horny 
teenagers. He was soon on 
top of me, sliding his hands 
eall over, rubbing my thighs 
and fingering inside my 
panties. The feeling of silk 
against my organ, the 
caressing of his hands, and 
our continuing tongue battle 
were almost too much. | had 
to move his hand away to 
prevent from having my first 
orgasm and getting my 
panties sopping wet. He had 
me so turned on | couldn't 
wait any longer to feel his 
delicious cock between my 
lios. | rubbed his crotch hard 
and, staring him straight in 
the eyes, licked my lips 
hungrily. | wanted him badly. 
He stood up in front of me 
and looked down at me as | 
massaged his tight panties. 
My stare was fixed on his 
crotch. He said he had a 
present ready for me but first 
he had to visit the bathroom. 
After a short while he 
emerged, still wearing his 
shirt and tie but minus pants. 
His enormous member was 
sticking straight out from 
under the bottom of his shirt. 
| fell onto my knees, wrapped 
my tiny hand around him, and 
started licking and sucking 
him. 
“So this is what you 
wanted,” he said. 
| moaned as | greedily took 
him deeper into my mouth. 
“Suck me, you beautiful 
little cocksucker,” he whis- 
pered as he placed his hands 
on the back of my head to 
guide my mouth. | reached 
behind him to hold his ass as 
he slowly and sweetly started 


to fuck my face. After what 
seemed like several wonder- 
ful hours, | removed him from 
my mouth and slid my tongue 
down the shaft until | reached 
his balls. As | licked and 
sucked the soft skin, his hips 
started thrusting forward 
faster and faster. | sat him 
down, continuing to fondle his 
balls while plunging his cock - 
back into my warm mouth. 
My mouth and fingers had 
him right on the edge. 

“Come in my mouth, come 
in my mouth,” | begged over 
and over as | stroked his 
cock, teasing him by holding 
the blood-swelled head 
inches from my mouth. As | 
gave the area under his cock 
one last caress, he started 
coming, and | surrounded 
him with my mouth and 
sucked hard until the tempo 
of his hip thrusts slowed. | 
looked up at him, purring like 
a cat who just finished a bowl 
of milk. “I love you,” he 
whispered as he bent over to 
kiss me. My panties were now 
soaking wet. 

He then stood up, 
extended his hands and lifted 
me up. “Now it’s your turn,” 
he said as he knelt in front of 
me. Slowly he lifted the 
bottom of my dress, kissing 
and licking every inch of skin 
as it was exposed, until his 
tongue was darting under the 
edge of my panties. “These 
are soaked,’ he said, looking 
up at me smiling. He tugged 
on them until they fell to my 
feet. Then he sat me down 
and started licking the soft 
folds of my skin with long, 
wonderful strokes. | reached 
down to guide his head and 
caress his hair as he ate me. 
“Suck my clit,” | gushed as | 
pushed his head toward my 
sensitive knob. He nibbled 
and sucked it, and it didn't 
take very long before | was 
ready to explode. At the last 
second | pushed his head 
away. ‘Not now, | want you 
inside me,” | whispered. 

We stood up, and he said 
that he would go to the 
bedroom, light a candle and 
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get the bed ready. | was to 
put my panties back on, go 
into the bathroom, take my 
dress off, and then replace it 
with his favorite black teddy 
that he had conveniently left 
hanging on the back of the 
door. | obeyed and emerged 
to find him lying on the bed 
alternately stroking his cock 
and massaging his balls. As | 
watched him, | caressed my 
own body all over. Eventually 
| was fingering myself as | 
stared at his hand moving up 
and down. “Do | look okay?” 
| asked coyly, knowing the 
response since | was dressed 
in his favorite outfit and he 
loves to watch me finger 
myself. 

| climbed up onto the bed, 
straddled him and held his 
cock as | rubbed him against 
my crotch. | placed my right 
hand on his face and let him 
lick off the juices from my 
finger action. He then 
reached up and played with 
my tits and ass as | continued 
to stroke his cock with my 
wet, silky panties. Shortly his 
hips started to buck again. 
“Take me in your mouth and 
suck me,” he said. 


“Yes, sir,” | replied as | slid 


my body down and posi- 
tioned myself over his cock. 
He put his left hand on the 
back of my head and 
plunged his cock into my 
waiting mouth. 

“Suck me, suck me. Suck 
my monster cock, you horny 
cunt, he whispered. 

“Yes, sir,” | replied 
between thrusts. The tempo 
of his hip movements 
increased as | alternated 
between sucking him and 
licking his balls. By now he 
was virtually fucking my 
mouth. | knew he was about 
to come again when | felt him 
grab a handful of my hair to 
hold my head steady. “I! hope 
you re ready for a mouthful,” 


he moaned seconds before ~ 


he came with a crashing 
orgasm. 

As his orgasm subsided 
he pushed my head away 
from his still-hard cock, and 
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with a possessed look on his 
face pulled me up and 
pushed me onto my back. 
He practically tore my panties 
off. “I’m going to shove my 
cock up your cunt and fuck 
you hard,’ he said. | 
positioned my legs so he 
could enter me. 

“Fuck me, fuck me,” | 
moaned as he climbed on top 
and plunged into my wet 
pussy to the hilt with one 
lightning stroke. “You feel so 
big and hard inside me,” | 
purred as he continued to 
pull out as far as possible and 
then thrust his massive rod 
back in. The feeling of the 
head of his cock rubbing the 
walls of my vagina was 
sending me into wonderful 
ecstasy. My hips bucked up 
to meet each thrust as he 
bent down to kiss me hard 
and tongue my ear, which | 
love. “Fuck me, fuck me!” | 
screamed as | grabbed his 
ass and let him pound my 
cunt until | reached a 
shattering orgasm. 

“| love you,’ he whispered 
as | came. | came down to 
earth to find my cock still 
embedded in Isa. She was 
lying on top of me, head 
resting on her elbow, looking 
at me, smiling a devilish 
smile. She kissed me sweetly. 
“Happy Anniversary, my 
love,” she said. She laid her 
head down on my shoulder 
as | held her tight, and we 
drifted off to sleep. 

Later she told me she 
really got excited turning the 
tables and playing the active, 
masculine role. Then she 
said, “You know, you're a 
good lay, and an even better 
cocksucker. You'd make any 
man happy.” | smiled and 
told her | learned from the 
master—her. We both knew 
how turned on | get in the 
submissive/passive role. Al- 
though we have no plans of 
making a permanent habit of 
this game, | can't wait to see 
what this sexy, loving, 
wonderful woman has in mind 
for next year.—E.S., Los 
Angeles, California 


A Jazz Club, Dinner and a 
Husband’s Searching Fingers 
A few years ago my wife and 
| had one of the most 
memorable experiences of 
our lives. We were visiting my 
parents in Cleveland when 
they decided that we needed 
a break. They would take 
care of the kids so that we 
could go out for dinner 
together. We ended up at a 
jazz club. 

We were shown a table at 
the back with a pillar to my 
wife's side and another table 
with another couple seated 


“at my side. The place was 


quite crowded. After dinner 
the show and fun began. 

| put my arm around my 
wife and started to rub her 
back. | felt like doing more, 
and evidently my wife did too 
because she didn't stop me 
when | started to pull her skirt 
up higher until it was 
bunched up around her 
waist. All the while | was 
keeping an eye on the other 
couple to see if we had been 
discovered. When | was sure 
we had not been seen | put 
my hand inside her panty- 
hose and started fingering 
her clit. 

She must have enjoyed the 
excitement of sitting practi- 
cally naked from the waist 
down in a roomful of people, 
because she came almost 
immediately. She let out a low 
moan, arched her back and 
tightly closed her eyes. If 
anyone had been paying 
attention they would have 
realized that things were far 
from normal. 

Just then our waiter came 
over to see if we needed 
anything. He didn’t see that | 
was fingering my wife. My 
wife wasn't wearing under- 
wear, and if the waiter did see 
something he didn't show tt. | 
figured we definitely needed 
another round of drinks. 
Meanwhile, my wife just 
smiled with rather glassy 
eyes. The nearness of the 
other couples and the waiter 
only made things better. Soon 
my wife had another orgasm 


“One night, 
when we were 
making love 
with Isa on top, 
riding my 

cock as if it 
were her last 
fuck, | verbalized 
a fantasy 

about me being 
a woman" 
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“She must 

have enjoyed the 
excitement of 
sitting practically 
naked from 

the waist down 

in a roomful of 
people” 


even stronger than the first. 
We figured it was time to 
leave before we pushed our 
luck any further. 

| was finally relieved of my 
considerable sexual tension 
while driving home on one of 
the main streets of Cleveland. 
After what we had done in the 
restaurant we wondered who 
would care if my wife looked 
like she was tired and put her 
head on my lap? So that is 
exactly what she did. As her 
soft tongue licked and 
sucked me to a terrific 
orgasm, | concentrated on 
keeping the car on the road. 
After that, it was my turn to 
be glassy-eyed. My wife and 
| are already primed for 
another adventure. 
—T.Z., St. Louis, Missouri 


This Man Could Not Resist 
Doll-like Qualities 

After some forty-three years 
of experimenting with all 
kinds of masturbation meth- 
ods, | tried using secondhand 
vinyl dolls—the tallest ones, 
which | dared to carry home 
in tell-tale wrapping. Instead 
of ordering a sex doll from a 
sex-aid manufacturer, | 
bought, at a rummage store, 
a thirty-five-inch, vinyl, walking- 
talking doll which had azure 
eyes, blonde bangs and 
facial freckles. She wasn't 
programmed to say much 
except to complain of 
stomach pain, so | opened a 
perforated hatch to remove 
the talking mechanism and 
speaker. Inside | found a 
contraption that enabled the 
doll to walk. 

Since her crotch and 
thighs were so shaped that 
there was a triangular gap 
there which could hold onto 
a man’s hard-on tightly, | filed 
off the outer part of a brass 
grommet and removed all of 
the walking mechanism. Now 
the legs could be detached, 
and | cut out a steel plate 
from the larger end of each 
leg. The doll could no longer 
stand, since the legs were 
swinging too easily, so | fitted 


large rubber bands into the 
circular cleft at the hip to 
make each leg a little more 
difficult to move. 

The doll’s face certainly 
needed improving. | scraped 
off her freckles, redid her 
eyebrows, added rose color 
to her cheeks, and penciled 
on prettier eyelashes, but | left 
her lips untouched so that | 
could subject them to kissing. 
She is now absolutely 
gorgeous. 

After midnight on each 
weekend | was alone with the 
doll and nude except for a 
T-shirt. While | listened to rock 
music through the earplug of 
a small pocket radio, | held 
the unclothed doll as though 
she were a fox-trot dancing 
partner, and my erect cock 
was clamped by her thighs 
at her crotch. My semen 
eventually dripped onto a 
page of newspaper laid 
between my feet. What a 
delightful method of no-hands 
masturbation all this com- 
prised! | kept switching radio 
stations on my pocket radio 
to avoid the erection-killing 
commercials. 

Later, | made further 
changes in the same 
thirty-five-inch doll so that | 
could enjoy her in different 
ways to suit my varied 
fantasies. | succeeded in 
making the doll’s sitting 
posture permanent by means 
of concealed bolts. | also 
carefully made an oval hole 
in the vinyl “mountain of 
Venus” and contoured the 
end of a cardboard cylinder 
to match its curvature. Then | 
stuffed the doll with old 
textiles, scrolled sheets of 
foam plastic, long johns 
(whatever | could find), so as 
to hold the cylindrical 
cardboard “vagina’ in its 
fixed attitude. To beautify the 
edge of the pelvic hole, | 
used flesh-tone, painted 
adhesive tape. The diameter 
was just right, so my cock, 
sheathed in cloth or a paper 
towel, could thrust very 
comfortably, and the card- 


board cylinder would not 
become soiled. 

Many mornings | lay on 
my back with the doll sitting 
on my pelvic bone, facing 
me. With an earplug on my 
tapedeck | listened to my 
cassettes. | held the little 
hands while rocking my 
beautiful doll in time with the 
rock-music beat. Since her 
thighs could teeter-totter on 
the boney portions of my 
hips, | would jerk my cock 
upward into her just at the 
moments when she was 
rocking backward away from 
me. 

At other times | would lie 
absolutely relaxed and let my 
cock repeatedly cycle be- 
tween flaccidity and full 
turgidity, and | would explore 
the crescendo of ticklish 
feelings that would build up 
in both my anus and scrotum 
as a result of this doll’s 
cardboard vagina rubbing 
my cock on a microscopic 
scale. | could feel the effect 
all over my buttocks as it 
spread downward to the pit 
of my knees. 

The future of my doll is 
uncertain. Maybe she will 
someday contain vagina 
electrodes, their “permuta- 
tor,” a square-wave generator 
(transistorized), a frequency 
changer, and an automatic 
intensity control that should 
keep the frequency intensity 
curve within its pleasure 
zone. Go for it, inventors! — 
Name and address withheld 


Well, as the saying goes, 
“different strokes for different 
folks.” All of the above letters 
are from people who enjoy 
very personal turn-ons. We all 
have one or two (at least) pet 
fetishes—specific things that 
always fire us up. Maybe your 
favorite fetish has never been 
mentioned in our pages. Why 
not share it? Everyone loves 
reading about everyone else's 
pleasures. Send your letter to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. DM, 
1965 Broadway, New York, 
N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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BY ANONYMOUS 


AURORA TRILL 


The great literature of all cultures—the 
classics—have one thing in common: 
They all present characters and circum- 
stances that are symbolic and repre- 
sentative of all people, throughout his- 
tory, who struggle with the timeless and 
universal fabric that is the human con- 
dition. While any work of fiction can be 
read deeply enough to appear to be sym- 


bolic, the majority of all fiction presents | 


specific individuals in specific situations 
adding up to a dramatic conflict that is 
an end unto itself. Any greater truths are 
accidental or mundane, and of future in- 
terest only insofar assthey portray atime 
and place with historical accuracy. The 
genius of great writing, whether it be the 
ancient Greek antiwar play Lysistrata of 
Aristophanes, the medieval morality play 
Everyman or Beckett’s masterpiece Wait- 
ing for Godot, is that it is intentionally 
crafted to portray any people at any time, 
confronting the ever recurring problems 
that plague day-to-day existence. 

This month’s Book Bonus, The Initia- 
tion of Aurora Trill, has a claim to this 
same universality, albeit unintentionally. 
By plan or by accident, here is a novel in 
which a nameless man, of unknown pro- 
fession, with unknown mission or des- 
tination, sitting on a train, in an unspeci- 
fied geographic locale, at an undeter- 
mined time in history, encounters an 
equally anonymous woman, with whom 
he spontaneously proceeds to copulate! 
An eighth of the book passes before the 
characters learn anything about each 
other beyond their names! And not until 
the very end of the book are the place 
(England) or the year (the turn of the 
twentieth century) even hinted at. 

All this ambiguity detracts not a whit 
from this erotic novel. What could be 
more general than man, woman and sex? 
Here is any man, with any woman, en- 
gaged in the greatest wish fulfillment on 
earth. No great lesson or moral to be 
learned,. just a story of two people who 
happen to get really lucky on a train ride. 

We need not be quite so cavalier with 
the merits of this book. While no master- 
piece of prose, it still reads surprisingly 
modern. We have here a novel in which 
there is unparalleled equality of the sexes. 
Women and men are all gainfully em- 
ployed and economically self-sufficient. 
They have sexual interests, curiosities, 
randiness and lusts of comparable inten- 
sity. Kinkiness is not reserved for one 
sex. Fetishes, particularly those involving 


the buttocks, coprolalia, exhibitionism, 
voyeurism and the urge for group sex are 
initiated and engaged in by male and 
female alike. Despite the obviously Eng- 
lish sexual slang (e.g., “quim,” “teat,” 
“spunk,” “arse,” “bollocks”), the lack of 
specified time and place could easily al- 
low one to think that this novel is the 
modern product of a Britisher living in the 
United States. 

However, this assumption, although 
completely understandable, would be very 
wrong. The truth behind this novel is 
startling, to say the least, and demon- 
strates it to be a surprising and remark- 
able example of the erotic genre. Though 
it is ignored in all the bibliographies of 
English-language erotica, its genesis may 
still be discovered. Through the French 
bibliographies, we learn that the novel 
was actually written by an Englishman 
from New Zealand who, in 1903, while 
traveling through the French capital, sold 
the manuscript of this and several other 
similar works to the publisher Elias 
Gaucher. The book was printed by the 
London expatriate Charles Hirsch, who 
sold it out of his shop, apparently until the 
book was condemned by the Paris courts 
in December 1914. The subsequent re- 
print, from which our text is taken, indi- 
cates itself to be “London, 1932, For 
Private Circulation Only,” but it is clearly 
of New York origin. 

Perhaps it is the New Zealand back- 
ground of the author which makes Aurora 
Trill so distinct from other Edwardian erot- 
ica, and as fresh and vital today to the 
America reader as when it was originally 
composed, ninety years ago. This is a 
novel that literally speaks for itself. 

Following are three episodes from 
Aurora Trill. Harry Temple and Aurora 
Trill (the names are puns on the charac- 
ters’ occupations), having just seduced 
each other during a short train ride, pose 
as man and wife and check into a rail- 
side hotel to continue their lubricious en- 
counter.—C.J. Scheiner, M.D. 


Mrs. Dallas was delighted to see us. She 
introduced us to her sister, Lettice, an 
engaging, pink-faced girl who looked as 
if she would later develop into as fine a 
woman as her sister. The latter, | may 
mention, was no prude, for though | had 
never fucked her, | had taken lesser 


Mind, dearie, some things you will not 
learn from books alone. 
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liberties which were by no means re- 
sented. | don’t suppose she would have 
been troubled if she had known Aurora 


was merely my mistress. In fact, | caught : 


more than one:expressive look, as much 
as to say she thought | was in luck with 
such a mate. 

It was pretty late when we arrived, and 
after a meal Aurora made no secret of 
her desire to retire as soon as possible. 
Once in the comfortable bedroom, she 
flung her arms round my neck, kissed 
me passionately and, feeling for my cock, 
asked, ‘Is it up, dear? Are you ready to 
fuck me all night, naked? Naked as two 
babies, mind?” 

| modestly expressed my intention of 
doing my best, and hinted that perhaps 
she, on her side, would find “all night” 
too long. We were very quickly in a state 
of nature, and could admire one an- 
other's proportions at ease. | took special 
note of her voluptuous bubbies, and told 
her so. Aurora blushed with pleasure at 
the praise for her beautifully swelling 
breasts, and held up the teats to my 
mouth. 

“They are all for you, dear,” she said 
tenderly, “and all that | have.” 

“Even this?” | asked, referring to her 
bottom. She blushed again and hid her 
face upon my shoulder without replying, 
but playing freely with my balls and prick. 

“Harry, dear, will you do something 
for me?” she whispered. “Will you let 
me see your juice flow out of this dear 
prick? | have felt it gushing into me, and 
| am Curious to see what It is like and how 
much there is of it when it comes flying 
out with such force.” 

“You want to frig me till | soend?” 

She nodded. 

“Well, | will on one condition, that you 
lie on your back, open your crack as 
widely and indecently as possible, and 
frig yourself till you spend too.” 

“Oh Harry, what an idea! | don’t think 
| could do that, frig myself before a man.” 

“It would be delightfully obscene, and 
| think that’s just what both of us want 
and what we are here for. Remember, 
you vowed you would do all sorts of 
things.” 

“Yes, well, | suppose | must. . . . But 
you first.” 

| sat down and told her to kneel in front 
of me. | put my jock between the salient 
bubbies—warm and elastic they were— 
and pointed out that by bending her 
head slightly she could take the crown 
into her mouth. “Then, my dear, with my 
bollocks pressing on your chest if you 
hold my prick in this warm nook while 
sucking at the nut, you will soon get the 
desired result. | will tell you when | am 
coming, and you can watch the jets leap 
out. If you'd like to hold your mouth open, 
the cream won't be wasted. Otherwise, 


it will run over these adorable titties.” 

It did not take much frigging, as may 
be imagined, to bring about a discharge 
which was quite thick enough to satisfy 
my lady. She had the pleasure of gazing 
at half a dozen ropy jets shooting into 
her mouth, only she was so intent on 
inspecting the operation that she received 
a good portion on her lips and chin, 
whence it dropped slowly onto the bulg- 
ing bosoms, and shone in the candle- 
light like pearls. | took her face in my 
hands, gazed at the still virginal-looking 
countenance and joined my tiongue to 
hers, stirring up the contents of her mouth. 
Finally she swallowed the broth. | in- 
quired if she was satisfied. 

“It is funny to see a sticky, white 
stream coming out where you would ex- 
pect another color. With what force it 
spurts up! No wonder | felt it so distinctly 
in my cunt. And so hot. It was almost 
steaming. But | never told you, sir, to fire 
it into my mouth.” 

“Well, my darling, you couldn't expect 
me to allow my noble spunk, my most 
precious fluid, to fall unheeded to the 
ground. | had to get it into your belly 
some way.” 

Picking the dear girl up in my arms, 
cuddling her like a baby and depositing 
her upon the bed, | gently pulled apart 
her thick thighs and guided her hand to 
the pink gash, now tight again. What a 
charming sight! There lay stretched be- 
fore me the naked, well-matured form of 
a modest-faced lady, her features blush- 
ing and handsome, full of love, fire and 
desire. Her expansive bosoms now 
flowed backward, swelling out toward 
the neck and shoulders. Her broad, white 
Stomach, lily-white thighs and shapely 
buttocks accentuated the delicious rose- 
bud glowing in the center. Her jeweled 
hand, sparkling with gems, played nerv- 
ously and timidly, uncertain still as to its 
task. | bade her open wide the folds and 
then the frailer inner lios. As she warmed 
to her novel employment, the hand flew 
in and out, her mouth opened, her bosom 
heaved and the broad bottom began to 
jump a little. To quicken the motion | 
gently applied my finger, and when 
Aurora called out that she was coming, | 
stooped down, applying my mouth to the 
nervously-contracting quim, receiving her 
spend in my face. 

“Dear, what a naughty boy you are 
to make me fuck myself. Come and let 
me love you.” She hugged me fondly to 
her bosom and, finding myself in a con- 
venient posture, | slipped a pillow under 
her bottom and proceeded to fuck her 
in orthodox fashion. 

“Ah, that makes you jump, does it, 
my dear? | am going to split you in two. 
Do you feel that, and that?’ | asked, 
drawing out my prick to the end and then 
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jamming it in the full length. 

My weapon had arrived at its goal and 
was jolting against her tender womb. 
Aurora was intent on sucking in every 
drop she could get. 

“Every inch, darling. Fuck me for all 
you are worth. Rattle your bollocks on 
my bottom. Pound away dear, and flood 
me with your scalding cream.” 

Putting my hands under her bottom, | 
clutched the cheeks and told her to throw 
her thighs over mine. She did so eagerly. 
| drove my cock in to its full length, and 
shouted, “Fuck like hell!” The bed rat- 
tled and creaked, and must have been 
heard all over the house. But what*did 
we care? We melted into one another, | 
holding my prick right against her womb. 
With the intense satisfaction of a deed 
well done, | poured a continuous stream 
of nature’s lava upon the greedy matrix 
that | felt sure was sucking it all in. 


Next day, after breakfast; when the host- 
ess returned to remove the remains of 
the meal, Aurora accompanied her out- 
side the door, and there held an earnest 
conversation in which | caught a tone of 
wonderment and what seemed to me a 
rather feeble expostulation on Mrs. Dal- 
las’ part. Presently, back came my mis- 
chievous singer, pulling the woman with 
her. 

“Now, my dear woman, you needn't 
be so bashful. If Harry hasn’t already 
seen what you've got to show, and if he 
hasn't poked you, as he has been doing 
to me all night, I’m sure it isn’t because 
you aren't willing. You do as | want and 
you shan't lose by it. You see, Harry, | 
want her to pose in the same position as 
you put me yesterday. Then | will sketch 
you and, having got Mrs. Dallas’ posi- 
tion, | will fill in myself afterwards by 
sitting in front of a mirror in the same 
posture.” 

“But, Mrs. Temple, do you want to 
undress me, strip me before your hus- 
band? And he nearly naked too? Oh, | 
couldn't, | couldn't. He has never seen 
me so, and | should be so ashamed.” 

“You won't be naked. At least, only a 
part of you will, though I’m afraid a very 
important one. And Harry will have to 
take some liberties with your person. You 
see, to be an exact reproduction, this 
awkward thing”—tapping my cock, which 
was standing out stiffly under my shirt— 
“must be in your cunt. And if he treats 
you as he did me, it will not be the tip 
only that will be in. Come, now, there’s a 
good woman. Don’t make any more fuss. 
You know quite well you are secretly 
pleased with the idea of getting this fine 
weapon between your thighs.” 

Aurora meanwhile was busily unfas- 
tening the corsage, and baring a pair of 
fine bosoms. Putting her hands under 
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the dress, she hunted for the strings of 
Mrs. Dallas’ drawers. Having loosened 
them, she rather impertinently fumbled 
the good lady’s bottom and thighs, re- 
marking, “|! don't think you will have any 
need to be ashamed of what Harry may 
see.’ She pushed her down upon the 
edge of the sofa, and to the poor woman’s 
astonishment made her put her feet up, 
exposing a brace of stout thighs and 
rounded hams, with a well-favored slit 
peeping from between. 

“What a posture!” she murmured, look- 
ing at me imploringly, “and how uncom- 
fortable it must have been. How you 
must love your husband to let him take 
you like that.” 

By this time | had got out of my clothes 
and, kneeling down, Aurora put my cock 
into the widow's cruise herself. 

“Oh my, Harry. It’s taking all her skin 
with it. And look how it makes the lips 
bulge on each side* Why, Mrs. Dallas, 
your quim is all curving inwards. And 
what a big thing you have!” 

“I've had three children, and | dare- 
Say you won't be so proud of your own 
cunt when you've had it cracked a few 
times by a bouncing kid. It may have 
been small enough yesterday, but what 
will it be like when Mr. Harry has done 
you over a few hundred times?” 

“Oh, it has stretched already, it has. | 
can take his dear prick easily now.” 

She saw my cock being pushed well 
home and, lifting my shirt, told me to hold 
it up myself so that she could see my 
bare bottom. | 

“| must have that horrid part of you in 
my picture, or it wouldn’t be rude 
enough.” She sketched rapidly while | 
gently poked Mrs. Dallas, so as not to 
disarrange the tableau, occasionally kiss- 
ing lips and bubbies. When Aurora signi- 
fied she had finished, | gave several 
energetic thrusts. 

“That's right,” cried my pseudowife, 
“she deserves a little encouragement. 
Fuck her as hard as you like, my dear. 
Splendid! What a beautiful expression 
she wears. Do | look like that, Harry, 
when you make me spend?” 

With this she finished me off and | 
sent my spunk flying into the widow’s 
waiting cunt. Mrs. Dallas was too over- 
come to move for a moment, and the 


juice trickled from her quim onto the 


floor. She wiped herself, impulsively 
kissed Aurora and me, and was about 
to hurry rather shamefacedly from the 
room when | caught hold of her. 

“Now, tell me, Mrs. Dallas, what you 
think of my sweetheart.” | stripped off 
Aurora's nightdress and revealed her 
wealth of nakedness. “Isn't she a beauty? 
What you farmers call a good, roomy 


_mare, eh? There’s an elastic belly to 


spend on, and | can assure you it has a 
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most engaging entrance to it—feels like 
velvet, and clutches like India rubber.” 

“Yes,” cried Aurora delightedly, “and 
he must like it, for I've had his prick in it 
about fifteen times already, and I’ve stood 
up, or rather, lain down to it well, haven't 
|, dear?” 

“Fifteen times!” sighed Mrs. Dallas. 
“And my husband only covered me four 
times all told on our wedding night. But 
indeed, Mr. Harry, you have a lovely 
companion. She would make any man’s 
orick stiffen. Yes, she’s broad in the bar- 
rel and | expect you’ve done the trick 
already with that long pin. | felt it in me 
twice as far as my old man used to go. 
But | must go now.” 

“Take your drawers with you, Aurora 
said maliciously. 


Aurora’s eye fell on my shriveled penis 
and, kneeling down between my thighs, 
the lustful beauty begah sipping at it with 
her lios, running her tongue under the 
skin, savoring the mingled juices she 
found still there. 

“How soft it’s gone, like a piece of 
putty. Quite shrunken up. However, if it 
isn’t stiff enough to get into my quim, | 
can always take into my mouth, can't |? 
This is the first time | have ever sucked 
a prick that’s just been soaked in another 
woman's belly. Tastes of cunt. Rather 
salty, Harry. But there, | won't tease it any 
longer. It has done splendidly, and to tell 
the truth, | am beginning to feel a little 
sore myself. | am sure my pussy must 
be swollen a bit. So | will have a bath. 
No, you are not to come. | am going to 
get Lettice to help, on pretense of mas- 
saging me, and then. . . you shall see. | 
shall bring her back with me. You are to 
hide behind the bed as soon as you hear 
us Coming, and you can amuse yourself 
watching. And then, young gentleman, | 
think | shall find this piece of shriveled 
skin” —flicking my prick contemptuously — 
“in a more courteous state than it is 
now.” 

| waited and in due time heard steps 
in the hall. | slipped under the bed, quite 
resolved to have a good deal more to 
say in the coming interlude than was in 
Aurora’s programme. Aurora entered with 
Lettice, both in wrappers and both much 
flushed, the girl, it would seem, rather 
bashful. 

“Oh, Mr. Temple is not here, so | want 
you to give me a good rubbing.” 

Aurora dropped everything and stood 
up robustly, glowingly naked. The sofa 
received her, and Lettice began her task 
to which she was clearly quite unaccus- 
tomed. The giddy singer made the girl 
put her hand between her thighs, saying 
“that part particularly wants attention af- 
ter the exercise my terrible husband has 
given it,” and then complained of Letty's 


garment irritating her. “Take it off, my 
dear. | am sure | shall enjoy the process 
better if you are undressed like myself.” 

Lettice demurred a little, but Aurora 
generally got her way, and the young 
woman was soon reduced to nudity. | 
watched the disappearance of such 
clothes as she had with much interest, 
and was charmed with the resultant dis- 
olay of creamy flesh and well-molded 
limbs. Less developed than the other 
two, she was still a fine, healthy speci- 
men. Aurora vowed she must have a 
look at the girl’s virgin quim. 

“Just think. Yesterday mine was like 
yours, and today I’m a woman and you're 
still a girl. I’m Sure you have a pretty little 
oussy here. | want to see if it is like mine 
was.” 

Lettice blushed and said it was very 
rude, but in the end Aurora got her down, 
opened her thighs and examined the 
slender cunt at will. She exclaimed with 
pretended enthusiasm, “What a dear 
little crack. | must kiss it,” and did so 
despite the maiden’s murmurs. Next, she 
frigged it gently, and when the girl had 
been worked to spending point, the 
would-be lesbian laid aside all further 
pretense and, gluing her lips to the quiv- 
ering slit, sucked and tongued it with a 
fury. The result was Lettice discharging, 
though not a great deal, before she quite 
knew what was happening. Her gamma 
hucher seemed disappointed at the small 
quantity of sounk she had extracted from 
the girl. 

“You don’t spend very freely, my dear. 
lf you don’t do better than that when your 
husband gets up your little twat, he won't 
be pleased. Why, | let out twice as much 
when Mr. Temple sucks me.” 

Letty’s modesty was greatly shocked, 
and underwent further alarm when her 
tormentor insinuatingly suggested that 
they should try again, and proposed to 
do it together. 

“What!” Letty, almost shrieked, “do 
you mean | should put my mouth there!” 
pointing to my mistress’ dark motte. 

“Yes, my dear. Haven't | just done it 
for you? | think you would come more 
freely if you had my cunny on your lips.” 

“Oh, never, never. Mrs. Temple, you 
are most immodest. | let you take such 
indecent liberties with me to please you. 
But to think of sucking another girl there, 
why that’s disgusting! Besides, your hus- 
band may come in at any moment.” 

“Not disgusting at all when you're 
used to it,” replied the amorous frigger, 
putting her arm round the naked waist, 
and kissing the girl's titties and lips. Her 
eye fell on the rings on her hand. 

“See here, wouldn't you like this pretty 
ring? Now you suck my cunt nicely, and 
in return for the ring of flesh | put on you 
mouth, I'll put this ring on your finger.” 
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Lettice still showed some distaste for 
the task, but Aurora’s persuasions and 
the thought of the ring overcame her 
scruples, and she laid her mistress back 
on the sofa, diving on her quim and 
plumping her own capacious pussy on 
her lover's face. 

“Now, my dear,” Aurora implored, “let 
me feel your tongue well in, and see if 
you can make me spend like my Harry 
does. That's right, open it well and lick 
the side up and down, and especially 
the knob at the top. That’s the sensitive 
part. Delightful. | am sure you'll make a 
splendid cunt-sucker with practice. What 
a dear little cunt—narrower than mine is 
now, but it will expand when you get a 


~nice, handsome cock stroking it. You'd ° 


be surprised how easily my husband 
gets into me now, though he only opened 
me yesterday.” 

| thought | might join in at this stage. 
Crawling out, | flung off my shirt and, 
rising suddenly, opened. the door as 
though just coming in. 

“Well, Aurora, I've had my bath,” | 
cried. “Hello, Mrs. Dallas. What, at it 
again? Can't you let my wife’s quim 
alone? Shocking, Aurora, to show so 
much bottom. The very sight of that no- 
ble arse makes my prick spring out again. 
| must have another fuck.” 

Poor Lettice in a fright tried to disen- 
gage herself, but the artful Aurora clasped 
her head tight between her powerful 
thighs, and smothered all remonstrances. 
Looking round, she pointed to her quim 
and said, “It isn’t Mrs. Dallas, but Let- 
tice, my love. Put it in and show the dear 
girl what a thorough, loving fuck is like. | 
must spend or | shall burst, and | am 
afraid her inexperienced tongue won't 
make me come.” 

| knelt behind the attractive arse and, 
with my bollocks dangling over Letty’s 
face, quietly shoved my cock into the 
cunt, already yawning to receive it. The 
girl said something about “disgusting,” 
especially when she saw my hairy arse 
above her face, with the brown hole in 
dangerous proximity to her mouth. But 
feminine curiosity was too much for her, 
and she resigned herself to watch the 
performance, impelled a good deal by 
the pleasurable titillation her own cunt 
was undergoing beneath Aurora’s soft 
tongue. 

When | gently asked her to help me 
by squeezing my balls, she did not de- 
mur and, taking them in her hand, molded 
them softly, even shifting herself to get a 
better view. We weren't long in coming, 
and Aurora had much ado keeping her 
erotic ejaculations within reasonably de- 
cent bounds. 

The withdrawal of my cock was fol- 
lowed by the appearance of the creamy 
injection from the agitated quim, and 
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great was Letty’s surprise to see that, 
whereas it went in like a raging lion, it 
came out humble and despondent. She 
wonderingly asked Aurora how the inser- 
tion of that terrible thing could give her 
SO much pleasure, and what she had 
done to it to make it so limp. 

We kissed and cuddled the shame- 
faced girl who could not keep her eyes 
off my prick and balls, and even ven- 
tured to touch them timidly. In her inter- 


est she forgot her naked state. Aurora 


told her she was responsible for the white 
juice because she had squeezed it out 
of “those bollocks you were handling so 
tenderly, my dear. My quim couldn't have 
pumped so much out without your help, 
for which | thank you. The more spunk a 
woman can extract from her sweetheart’s 
prick, the more enjoyable her fuck is, you 
know. You wait till some handsome boy 
fills your little quim with it, scorching hot, 
and see how it will make you whinny with 
pleasure. Won't she be a nice armful, 
Harry, when her time comes?” 

Privately | thought it was likely to come 
very soon, and so, | fancy, did Aurora, 
for she winked knowingly at me as much 
as to say, “Here's a nice new crib for 
you to crack, my lord.” 

| took Lettice across my knees and, 
while Aurora sucked her titties and 
rubbed her bubbies up, | frigged her 
unresisted till her head fell back and she 
saturated my hand with come. 

“Heavens!” she murmured, “l am so 
ashamed. What wi// my sister say?” But 
the sparkle in her eye showed that the 
episode was not altogether displeasing, 
and that though her modesty had under- 
gone a severe strain, it was not likely to 
suffer so very much. 

| was moved to whisper, “If you don't 
like Aurora’s great bottom on your mouth, 
would you prefer to try this?” placing her 
hand on my doodle. 

“Oh, no,” blushing furiously. “That 
would be too indecent.” 

“Well,” said Aurora, “if you don't care 
for it, | do,” and there and then she 
plumped down on her knees and 
crammed my penis in holus-bolus, stretch- 
ing it to its full elastic length and letting it 
go, playing such other antics that Letty’s 
eyes opened very wide indeed. 

“Oh, it’s just lovely to be stark naked 
with an adorable, fucksome sweetheart, 
even if he is cuddling another pretty, 
naked miss and trying to get his finger 
in her naughty hole. I’m going to stay 
naked and fuck all day,” Aurora cried 
ecstatically. 

Letty started, for in her excitement she 
had scarcely noticed that | was frigging 
her. Getting up, she grabbed her clothes 
and bolted precipitately, as though fear- 
ing something further might be extracted 
from her weakness. 
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Te So 
eae 


lf a serial killer, a female President, a 
bunch of rich snobs and a couple of 
Hollywood hoodlums showed up at your 
Christmas party, it would be a nightmare. 
Why not get to know this eclectic set the 
easy way, by checking out the books 
reviewed in this month’s Penthouse 


Letters bookshelf. —C.F. 


GET SHORTY 

by Elmore Leonard 
Delacorte, 291 pages, $18.95 
Elmore Leonard is kind of a 
Damon Runyon on laughing 
gas, spinning out a cast of 
believable characters who live 
on the shady side of the street 
and letting the hoods fall where 
they may. Given that he’s also 
written over a dozen screen- 
plays—most of them unpro- 
duced or produced badly 
— Get Shorty might just as eas- 
ily be called Get Even. 

The instrument of Leonard’s 
revenge is Chili Palmer, movie 
buff and small-time Miami loan 
shark, who sets out to L.A. in 
pursuit of a deadbeat. While 
on the left coast, Chili does a 
favor for a Vegas friend, visit- 
ing schlock Hollywood pro- 
ducer Harry Zimm to remind 
him that debts are not made 
to be broken—bones are. 

Zimm thinks Palmer is just 
another wise guy auditioning 
for a part. But when he real- 
izes Chili is the real thing, he 
enlists his aid. Zimm has a 
screenplay he wants pro- 
duced, but he needs money. 
So the two team up. Ironically, 
everyone they approach is 
more interested in a screen- 
play that Chili proposes, about 


a shylock who comes to eee look- 
ing for a deadbeat. The only problem is, 
his script doesn’t have an ending. Yet. 
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-ANovel of Psychosexual Suspense 


There are some very funny scenes, 
as on how to write a screenplay, proving 
once again that Leonard is not just one 


of the best crime writers around, he’s one 
of the best writers, period. — Curt Schleier 


A HOUSE IN THE HAMPTONS 

by Gloria Nagy 

Delacorte, 374 pages, $18.95 

Okay, so this wasn’t the year you read 


War and Peace or even Fou- 
cault’s Pendulum, and you 
saw Dick Tracy instead of the 
new Almodovar film. Now it’s 
almost the holidays, and what 
have you got to show for it? If 
only you’d taken A House in 
the Hamptons to the beach 
this past summer. 

On the cultural scale, 
Gloria Nagy’s fifth novel is 
somewhere between thirty- 
something and the Wagner 
Ring Cycle. It has all the prime 
ingredients of a steamy page- 
turner: the wealthy at their sum- 
mer enclave; the blonde bomb- 
shell with a past who shows 
up mysteriously after twenty- 
five years; the nouveau riche 
trying to fit into Sag Harbor 
society. But the story touches 
on deeper concerns than 
these, and ends up as a mov- 
ing tribute to the evanescence 
of all those summers by the 
sea. 

At the heart of it are two 
fortyish couples: Gina and 
Harry Hart, and their best 
friends, Donnie and Janie Jami- 
eson. They don’t know it, ‘but 
this is the summer before the 
dark. But who will be the true 
agent of the changes that will 
soon overtake them all? Fritzi 
Ferris, the Marilyn Monroe 
look-alike from Donnie and 
Harry’s high school days? 


Rikki Bosco, the Staten Island whiz kid 
who’s made millions on Wall Street? Joey 
and Katarina Rivers, Hollywood royalty 
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Camping out at Rikki’s plush Hamptons 
compound? Nagy adds a number of un- 
expected twists and absurdist details to 
the formulaic goings-on. Try this one out 
some chilly winter weekend when sum- 
mer seems a million miles away. 
— Elizabeth Hand 


FIRST HUBBY 

by Roy Blount, Jr. 

Villard Books, 320 pages, $18.95 

Guy Fox is the only man in the U.S. who 
gets to watch the President shave her 
legs. As humorist Roy Blount, Jr. shows 
in his first novel, being married to the first 
female President has its advantages. 

It’s a slightly different world in 1993: 
Gorbachev, dumped by Raisa, works in 
publishing and dates Susan Sarandon; 
Marilyn Quayle has fled to Libya following 
a failed coup attempt. The first couple 
reached the White House when elected 
President DaSilva was mysteriously killed 
by a flying fish while making a speech in 
downtown Washington. 

Guy isn’t particularly thrilled to be thrust 
into the role of First Husband. He hates 
giving press conferences and orders his 
secretary every morning to cancel his 
schedule. The Secret Service accompa- 
nies him everywhere. “I have never been 
unfaithful to C,” he says. “But | hate 
being in a position where how in the hell 
am | ever going to be able to?” He’s also 
peeved that he has to serve as spokes- 
man for a literacy campaign: “What | 
wanted as my pet cause was child 
abuse.” He combats his frustration and 
loneliness by writing his memoirs: “My 
wife and times. But not the book they 
think they want...” This is Blount at his 
irreverent best.—Aon Antonucci 


MERCY 

by David Lindsey 

Doubleday, 513 pages, $19.95 

Ever since Jack ripped seven London 
whores in 1888, serial killers have gnawed 
at the modern psyche. Ed Gein. Ted 
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ravishing occur 
at his hands, I 
arranged for it 


ANONYMOUS 


PRODIGAL 
VIRGIN 


NEW FROM MASQUERADE 


The above titles are available at book- 

stores or from Masquerade Books. 

Send $5.75, which includes postage 

and handling to 801 Second Ave- 
nue, New York, NY 10017. 


Bundy. Henry Lucas. John Wayne Gacy. 
The grim roll call grows, and with it the 
desire to understand what tear in the 
social fabric, what lesion in the soul, gives 
birth to a human who hunts his own kind. 
Many novelists have tackled that ques- 
tion—Robert Bloch in Psycho and Tho- 
mas Harris in Red Dragon, for example— 
but none has ever probed into the psy- 
chosexual heart of the serial killer with 
such electric fascination as David Lind- 
sey in his extraordinary thriller, Mercy. 

The Houston-based maniac who stalks 
the pages of Mercy is especially bizarre, 
savagely slashing and biting his nude, 
female victims, then applying makeup to 
their faces—after slicing out their eyelids. 
Carmen Palma is the young, Hispanic 
homicide detective assigned to catch the 
killer. AS she painstakingly links the vic- 
tims to an upper-crust lesbian network 
and a shadowy S&M subcult, she makes 
a shocking deduction: she’s after the first- 
ever female serial killer. Author Lindsey 
traces Palma’s investigation with believ- 
able, riveting procedural and forensic de- 
tail, darkened by graphic depictions of 
the slayings and the fetishistic pursuits 
of the victims. 

In contrast to this suspenseful, hard- 
nosed action are sensual passages de- 
scribing the erotically charged sessions 
that tony psychiatrist Dominick Broussard 
conducts with his female patients. As 
Broussard verbally and physically seduces 
his clients, he penetrates to the rotten 
marrow of their neuroses—each time, child- 
hood sexual abuse. But can a man who 
spies on others’ secrets himself be nor- 
mal? When Palma learns that Broussard, 
who treated several of the victims, is a 
transvestite, her suspicion focuses on him, 
leading to the novel’s turbocharged end- 
ing and its revelations about the true and 
tragic nature of the serial killer. 

Mercy is a searing journey into sexual 
hell. Your head may pound as you whip 
through this scorcher, but you won't be 
able to put it down. — Paul Carpenter 
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HOT STUFF 


THE THIRD ONE 


or some spouses, generosity is its own reward. Con- 
i. sider the husband who nurtures the fantasy of watch- 

ing his wife with another man and the wife who is only 
too glad to act out the fantasy in real life. Often they both 
discover that opening their bedroom to another person en- 
hances their sex life before, during and after the event. While 
the lucky guy chosen to be the third one may think he’s 
landed in the ultimate honey-pot, it’s the original 
twosome who reap the greatest erotic ben- 
efits. And why not? After all, there’s not 
that many erotic configurations that 
combine the thrills of adultery, vo- 
yeurism and exhibitionism with 
few of the problems such 
endeavors usually entail. 
Here’s to those unselfish 
lovers who believe that 
two iS company and 
three is a delight.— 
E.Mck. 


Tony’s letter: The sto- 

ry | want to tell you Is 
about how my thirty- 
year-old wife of ten 
years, Kitty, finally 
made it with another 
guy and | got to watch. 
The fantasy of watching 
her with someone else 
came into my mind years 
ago, and | started hinting that 
| would be okay about it if she 
would ever want to go to bed with 
someone else. Her first reaction was 
one of insecurity. She wondered why | 
wouldn't be jealous if she was with another 
guy. When she better understood my feelings, 

she said that if she did as | suggested, our relationship 
probably would never be the same again. So | let the whole 
issue slide for quite a while. 

Recently, though, an old friend of ours, Evan, came to 
town and stayed with us. | noticed that my wife seemed very 
attracted to our dear friend. Making my fantasy a reality 
began to seem possible. On the evening of his second day 
with us, while Kitty was putting the children to bed, | took 
Evan aside and asked him if he’d ever thought of making 
love with my wife. He admitted that she turned him on and 


that he had even masturbated while fantasizing that he was 
plunging his rod into the folds between Kitty’s legs. | then 
shared my fantasy with Evan and he agreed to give it a try if 
she would go along with it. 

Later that night we went to bed, Kitty and me in our 
bedroom, and Evan downstairs in the guest room. After Kitty 
and | had snuggled a while, | started to kiss her and put my 

hands on her breasts. She responded, turning to 
kiss me. After some foreplay, | asked my 
wife if she found Evan attractive. She 
confessed that she did. 
| then told her that the feeling 
was mutual. Kitty became odd- 
ly quiet. | said that since Evan 
was such a dear friend, for 
her to make love with him 
was unlikely to cause any 
problems, especially if | 
was allowed to watch si- 
lently. Kitty still said 
nothing. | suggested 
that this would be the 
perfect night for all of 
us to fulfill our desires. 
My wife responded 
to this statement by giv- 
ing me a deep, loving 
kiss. Then she said sim- 
ply, “Yes.” 
| left our bed and went 
downstairs, completely elat- 
ed. Then | went to the guest 
room where a nervous but 
ready Evan was waiting. | said, 
“She’s all yours,” and Evan left to 
join Kitty. 
| followed quietly behind and waited in 
the shadows outside our bedroom door, thinking 
how glad | was that there was a bright moon and that | had 
left the curtains open in our room for the breeze. There was 
enough light for me to see everything. 

Evan went to my side of the bed, pulled back the covers, 
and got in with my wife. They snuggled together, and then | 
saw his arm move under the covers as he began to explore 
her body while planting little kisses on the nape of her neck. 


She was reluctant to accept the offer at first. It wasn't every 


day a man suggested something like that to his wife. 


“ys 


It’s a win-win-win situation 
for everyone involved when a man, his wife 
and another man get together 
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Kitty turned in bed to face Evan, and they began to kiss. 
Evan: must have put his fingers down between her legs, 
because she began to moan, as she always does, “Oh, that 
feels So good.” 

| could imagine his fingers touching her pussy lips, then 
plunging in between them as she pulled up her nightgown 
and pushed his willing lips down to her breast. Kitty twirled 
her fingers in Evan’s hair, saying, ‘‘l’d like to feel you inside 
me.” Evan released his hold on my wife, soon to be his, and 
they each sat up and took off their underwear. 

As Kitty lifted her nightgown over her head, her naked 
and perfectly shaped breasts came into view. Evan reached 
up a tender hand and cupped one as she pushed down the 
bedcovers before laying back down with him. Then they 
began to kiss one another as lovers, fast approaching that 
point of no return when their bodies 
would be joining as one. 

“Come inside me,” were the next . 
words | heard from Kitty’s lips as she 
rolled onto her back, beckoning Evan 
to fill her. My blood rushed through 
my body as | watched my wife spread 
her legs and my friend position him- 
self between them. to join with her. 
She reached a hand to his chest, 
running her fingers through his ample 
hair. 

Evan touched the head of his penis: 
to Kitty’s vaginal lips, parting them, 
and pushed himself slowly into her. | 
was glad that Kitty was holding her 
legs back and apart and Evan had 
his thighs on either side of her hips as 
he first penetrated her. In that posi- 
tion, they were backlit by the moon- 
light and | had a clear view of Evan's 
shaft disappearing into’ Kitty's 
mound. Kitty whimpered as her body 
received Evan, and her hands drew 
him down to her as he lay upon her, 
their mouths pressed together in a 
kiss. 

Evan pumped slowly back and 
forth, in and out of my wife, his back 
and hips raising and lowering to the 
rhythm of their union. Then | heard my 
Kitty whisper, “Oh, Evan, | feel so close to you.” She 
brushed the hair back from Evan’s forehead, looking up at 
him with a gaze of passionate affection and desire. He was 
taking her to the brink of ecstasy, and my heart was pound- 
ing with the realization that | was witnessing the climax of my 
beautiful fantasy. It was all | could do to keep my hands off 
of myself and not make any noise. Then Evan spoke, his 
voice filled with emotion as he whispered to my wife, “I love 
you.” 

For a moment, the only sound was from the mingled 
wetness of their bodies pumping back and forth together. 

Evan raised himself up on his elbows as he continued the 
rhythm of their lovemaking. “Yes, yes,’ Evan murmured as 
he planted a kiss tenderly on her lips. My wife moaned 
Evan’s name and he responded, ‘Yes, my love.” Kitty, rais- 
ing her arms to his shoulders, pulled him down to her again, 
saying more loudly, “Oh, Evan. Oh, Evan. Oh, Evan.” Then 
he smothered her words with a kiss. 

The tempo of their lovemaking picked up now. Their 


The buddy system at best: the one instance a guy wouldn't 
try to save his pal when he goes down for the third time. 
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“| followed quietly behind 
and waited in the 
shadows outside our 
bedroom door” 


“yp 


bodies slapped together with the fury of their approaching 
orgasms. Then Kitty cried out, “Fill me with your seed, Evan, 
fill me with your seed.” Being one, they became still as Evan 
gasped, straining against Kitty’s pelvis, shooting his hot, 
white seed deep inside my wife. 

Afterward, Kitty nestled against Evan and | listened as 
they shared a little lovers’ talk. Then Evan moved down in 
our bed, putting his mouth on Kitty’s pubic mound as he 
proceeded to tenderly lick her labia. He beckoned her to sit 
up, straddling his face so he could eat her more comfort- 
ably. Kitty moaned with renewed desire and reached back 
behind her, taking Evan’s penis into her hand. 

“You're making me want you again,” she said, and | saw 
his head nod in agreement as she brought him to another 
erection by gently playing with his cock. 

Then my darling wife moved down in 
the bed, straddling Evan as she sat up 
on his hips. Whispering, ‘Il love you” to 
Evan, Kitty lifted herself up and took his 
erection in hand. Positioning herself 
over Evan’s waiting tool, Kitty slowly 
lowered herself onto him, taking all of 
him into her at once. She began to 
grind her hips against him as their en- 
meshed pubic hairs danced together. 
Evan’s hands cupped her breasts as 
she ran her hands down his arms. She 
whispered, “You feel so good inside 
me. I’m glad you came.” And she be- 
gan to build to another orgasm, fuck- 
ing Evan with a frenzy that only she 
controlled in this position. Then she 
was crying out in orgasm as Evan re- 
leased his flood of semen inside her 
again. 

She lifted herself off of him after lay- 
ing in his arms for a while, and kissed 
her way down his belly to his cock. 
Soon they were in a 69 and Kitty was at 
it again, being totally turned on by her 
new lover, her breasts swaying as she 
pumped up and down with her mouth 
on Evan's penis. 

Afterward and between kisses, Kitty 
told Evan that she was happy that | had 
done this for her. 

For the remaining days of his stay, Evan and Kitty spent 
many hours coupled. Throughout, | played the role | had 
chosen on that first night—a silent observer, thrilling to the 
beauty of my wife and the tenderness of the lovemaking. 
Kitty had been right in the first place—things were different. 
| never loved her more. 


Tom’s letter: Let me start by saying that I’m one of those 
people who always dreamed about watching another guy 
fuck my wife, but figured that it would always be just that: a 
dream. I’m amarine stationed in the south and | go to a lot of 
meetings out of town. | have spent many a night beating my 
meat while | imagined watching my wife getting her brains 
fucked out by some other guy. Well, believe it or not, when | 
suggested it to my wife, she thought about it for a while, and 
was soon all for it. 

We have been married for seven years now. My wife Jill is 
thirty-one, with blonde hair and green eyes. At five feet five, 
one hundred twenty-five pounds, with 36B tits, she looks like 
the innocent girl next door. Looks are certainly deceiving: 
Nobody would suspect that Jill fucks like a rabbit. 

When Jill told me that it would be fine with her if | found a 
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— braless, and 


guy to come home with me for her to fuck, | was thrilled. | 
mentally went through all of the guys | know at work, trying to 
think of one | thought would be discreet, and who would 
want to join in the fun. | finally came up with the perfect guy: 
George. 

George used to be a neighbor of ours in the trailer park 
where we lived after we first got married. He’s five years 
younger than us, and he had just gone through a nasty 
divorce. Another plus in George’s favor was that Jill had 
mentioned that she thought he had a nice body. 

Well, George almost fell over the day | asked him if he 
would like to come over and fuck my wife. After about a 
tenth of a second he just grinned like the cat that ate the 
canary and said that he’d love to. That Friday night the three 
of us went out to a topless bar to play pool. Jill was wearing 
one of my favor- 
ite outfits. At my 
request she went 


when she bent 
over during the 
pool games, we 
all had a great 
view of her tits. 
Even when she 
stood there, you 
could see her 
nipples through 
the material. | 
loved seeing all 
of the guys in 
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was when we 
got home, 
though. After Jill 
went into the 
bathroom, she 
came out, took 
George by the 
hand and led 
him into the mas- 
ter bedroom. | fol- 
lowed and stood 
by the dresser 
to watch. She lit 
some candles, 
turned out the 
lights and removed both her and George's clothes. 

They started kissing while their hands roamed around 
each other’s body. Jill had George lie down and she got 
between his legs to give him one of her damn good 
blowjobs. George’s cock was a little longer and a little fatter 
than mine. It was great seeing her take somebody else's 
cock into her mouth. I’ve been all around the world and I've 
never found a girl wno can suck a cock like my wife can. She 
was licking and sucking his cock and balls like there was no 
tomorrow. George was laying there in my bed moaning in 
ecstasy. | just loved it when he told her, ‘My God, you've got 
a golden mouth.” 

It didn't take too much longer until his body went rigid and 
he shot the first load of come for the evening into Jill’s eager 
mouth. She sat up, swallowed, looked at me and remarked 
how good his come tasted. 


7467 


1-900-726-SINS 


Sexual sins too kinky 


to describe 
$2.00 / min. 


ALSO (we | 


$1.99 / min. Touchtones only Visa/ MC 
billed as IWM Communications — adults only 


DECEMBER 1990 


SewuAl Conressione 


Real women confessing their innermost sexual secrets ,darkest desires , 
and most bizarre encounters — Secrets that just have to be told! 


|-800-677-¢ 


George then had Jill lie down. He got down between hér 
thighs and started eating her pussy. After a few minutes of 
this, she grabbed George by the head and pulled him on 
top of her. Then he put his cock into her hot, tight pussy and 
started fucking her like mad. It was great watching him put 
her legs over his shoulders and really give it to her. She 
reached over her head anc grabbed the headboard of the 
bed to keep up with him. It was great listening to her 
moaning, and watching her get a good fucking. After a few 
minutes, George turned her over and mounted her from the 
rear, doggie-style. At this point, | crawled onto the bed, got 
in front of Jill and put my rock-hard cock into her mouth. She 
really seemed to be getting into having two cocks in her at 
once. It didn’t take long before | was getting close to com- 
ing, so | pulled out and changed positions with George. He 
put his cock into 
her mouth again 
and | started 
fucking her from 
the rear. It only 
took a few good 
hard strokes in 
her cunt before | 
shot my load up 
into her tight 
twat. 

Jill then had 
George lie down, 
and she crawled 
on top of him for 
what she calls 
“riding horsey.” 
George reached 
up and sucked 
her tits while she 
was bucking. 
She finally fell for- 
ward onto 
George while he 
pumped into her 
cunt for all he 
was worth. A 
few more min- 
utes later, he 
was grunting 
and shooting an- 
other hot load of 
come into her 
snatch. By this 
time, my seven 
inches were 
hard again. | 
had Jill roll off George while | crawled on her one last time. It 
was a great feeling sinking my cock into my wife’s cunt when 
there were already two loads of come in it. | loved how juicy 
and hot she was on my cock. Her cunt was so sensitive by 
now, she couldn't stop writhing under me. 

Naturally it didn’t take me too long before | shot my final 
load of the evening. While | finished fucking her, George 
played with and sucked on her tits. Then he slid into her 
pussy and fucked her one more time. After that, the three of 
us just lay there and relaxed with satisfied looks on our 
faces. Jill told George that he would have to come back 
again so that we could do it again. He just smiled and told 
her to name the day. 

Later that night, after George left, we lovingly cuddled up 
under the covers. Jill whispered in my ear that she had really 
enjoyed herself. She was still smiling the next day. 
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MY MOST UNFORGETTABLE LAY 


Ito 


S a pilot in the air force, it’s one 

of my jobs to give instructional 

rides to all the new flyers in our 

squadron. One cool, March morn- 
ing | drove to the base, and upon arriving 
saw that | was scheduled to a check ride 
with a Lt. Joey Collins. As | got my paper- 
work together, a stunning redhead, whose 
sleek five-foot-ten, one-hundred-forty-five- 
pound frame filled out her flight suit beauti- 
fully, came into my office. 

“Is this where |’m supposed to sign in 
for my check flight?” she asked. 

“It is,” | answered, but not until | looked 
up and saw that the name tag on her suit 
read “Collins.” | guess the puzzled look 
on my face was familiar to her. She told 
me that her last instructor saw the name 
“Joey” on the sheet and was also expect- 
ing a male pilot—until she checked in. 

| took her out to the flight line after going 
over our weather charts and filing our flight 
plan. After we inspected the plane, we 
climbed aboard. The crew chief buckled 
her in her restraint harness and | got 
strapped into the back seat. We taxied out 
to the runway. As we rolled out to the 
centerline, she said over the intercom that 
this was always the best part of flying for 
her. | asked her why, but she said she 
wouldn't be able to tell until we were al- 
ready up in the air. 

Well, | didn't have to wait to know what 
she was talking about. As soon as she slid 
the throttles to maximum and lit the after- 
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burner, | instantly knew: The vibrations from 
the turbines and afterburner sent a raw 
buzz from my feet to my nose—and | knew 
she was feeling the same buzz in her 
crotch! 

She finally released the brakes after get- 
ting a green light from the tower, and as 
we took off she let out a long, sexy moan. 
| felt the stick jerking beneath my hand 
and realized she was having an orgasm. 
She confirmed it when she said, “Thanks 
for the help keeping it straight and level.” 
| told her | wouldn’t hold it against her, 
since | knew she was nervous. 

But she calmly replied, “I’m not nerv- 
ous, Sir. | just had a big ‘O,’ if you know 
what | mean.” 

We talked some more as we climbed 
to altitude. | told her that | once knew 
another female pilot who had done the 
same thing on takeoff, and that if she 
wanted to come in my cockpit it was cool 
with me. 

We completed the flight in about fifteen 
minutes. After we landed, | told her to 
report to my office to go over her perform- 
ance as soon as she took her shower. 
When she walked in a little while later, | 
nearly spilled my coffee all over my fresh 
shirt. She had on a pair of jeans so tight, it 
looked like she’d been melted into them. 
Tucked into the narrow waistband was a 
Khaki T-shirt with no bra underneath. She 


Buckle up, here come the warm jets. 
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Military spending takes on a whole new meaning when 


an experienced pilot gives a flying lesson, but his student has her own 


ideas about what the runway is best used for 
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“i hummed ‘The Star 


Spangled Banner’ as she put 
my head in a massive 
leg lock and commanded me 


to keep sucking!”’ 


had a great figure and carried herself 
with the grace of a model. 

She smiled and took her seat, first 
shutting my office door and locking it! | 
quickly told her | was expecting the base 
commander, and suggested that it might 
be better to go over her flight later that 
evening over dinner. She agreed, and 
told me to meet her at the end of runway 
seven at eight o'clock. When she left, 
chills were coursing through my body. 

The whole time the commander was 
with me, all | could think of was Lt. Collins 
and how | couldn't wait to take that hot 
little pilot for a ride of my own. When | 
got home, there was a message on my 
recorder from her: “If you’re really a jet 


jock, then have your cock at runway 


seven by eight o'clock. I'll put it through 
more moves than an F-16!” 

| took a long shower and splashed on 
some cologne. With a bottle of good 
champagne tucked under my arm, | slid 
into the driver’s seat of ‘my '67 Corvette. 
| suddenly realized that the car wouldn't 
be very comfortable for much necking, 
let alone fucking or a good 69. But | was 


- confident that we’d find some way to get 


comfortable. 

As | drove past the guard at the gate, 
she saluted me, and with the top down, 
| drove off to meet Lt. Collins. 

The road | was headed for was off- 
limits to civilian vehicles, but | told the 
security police | would be watching some 
students practice their takeoffs and lana- 
ings, and they waved me on. | clipped 
my lights as | pulled to the outer apron 
of the runway, and sat watching the sun- 
set while listening to some classic Zom- 
bies on the tape deck. 

| saw a car coming. My cock got hard 
just from the thought of what was in store 
for me. As Collins pulled up in her red 
Miata, | got out of my ‘Vette and told her 
that we might have a problem, since 
neither of our cars was big enough for 
much activity. 

“No sweat,” she said, and quickly 
oulled a sleeping bag and a couple of 
blankets from her car! 

She stepped up to me and | pulled 
her close, sucking her tongue deep into 
my mouth. While we kissed, | opened 
my eyes to see her already writhing with 
lust. We spread the blankets and sleep- 
ing bag open, and soon we were both 
stark naked. | slipped my mouth down 
to her tummy and had started licking my 
way cuntward, when | realized she had 
shaved her pussy. It felt so good to rub 
the smooth skin while feasting on her clit, 
which was sticking way out. | hummed 
“The Star Spangled Banner” as she put 
my head in a massive leg lock and com- 
manded me to keep sucking! 

After she came several times, she fi- 
nally released her hold on me. “Get ready 


to have your cock sucked,” she said. “| 
mean really sucked.” 

And suck she did! Her throat must 
have been bottomless. She was rocking 
up and down on me like an oil rig, when 
all of a sudden | noticed a set of lights 
coming toward us. | was so close to the 
edge, though, that | didn't say a word 
until | felt the last of my hot come blast 
down her throat. 

Then we both heard a car door slam. 
Lt. Collins jerked her head up and 
gasped. Since we were both officers, | 
knew | could take care of whoever was 
checking up on us. Still, it could prove 
to be an embarrassing situation. But as 
it turned out, it was the pretty, young 
security officer from the front gate who'd 
waved me through earlier. She beamed 
her flashlight on us just as we were div- 
ing under the blankets. 

She started to ask if everything was 
okay, when she suddenly giggled and 
said, “Joey?” 

“Is that you, Anita?” Joey stammered. 
It seems they were roommates in an off- 
base apartment. Anita walked back to 
her car and got on the radio, then came 
back and told us that she was “officially” 
on her dinner break. She and Joey talked 
for a minute while | walked back to my 
car to get the champagne. When | got 
back, Anita was taking her shirt off and 
Joey asked me if it was all right if Anita 
joined us. | didn’t even bother answering. 
All | did was grab them both and pull 
them down to the blanket with me. 

They took turns sucking my prick, and 
then ate each other out. With a little per- 
suasion, | got Anita to sit on my cock and 
ride it while Joey rode my face with her 
pretty, shaved cunt. | shot my load up 
Anita’s tight box just as Joey flooded my 
mouth with her tangy juices. All the while 
we were doing this, there were planes 
taking off and landing not fifty feet away 
from us, roaring their engines and shoot- 
ing flames out of their exhaust. It seemed 
that each time a plane took off, my cock 
was ready for another go with one of 
these two fine ladies. 

Anita told Joey she wished she knew 
someone who could take her for a ride 
in one of those planes. Joey replied, “You 
do now!” She told her that | was a pilot 
and a flight instructor and that I'd be 
more than happy to take her up. Without 
hesitation, | agreed to do just that. 

Now that I’m not stationed on that base 
anymore, | often think back to that night 
on runway seven. Shortly thereafter, | 
took Anita for that plane ride. (We ended 
up fucking before we even took off!) The 
three of us spent many happy weekends 
together that summer. 

By the way, Joey and | got married 
last year, and yes, we still enjoy flying! — 
W.T., Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 
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CALL 


4 HOURS 
7 DAYS 


EXPERIENCE WITH 

CALIFORNIA..... eed rh Da ye Page oon Bee ra dei ME YOUR WILDEST AND MOST 

(LIVE IN CA)... : INTIMATE DESIRES. IF YOU HAVE 

(213) 976-8800 OHIO .............. 1-976-8487 A MASTERCARD OR VISA, CALL 

ILLINOIS ............. 976-7676 CLEVELAND'S ..... | 1-976-2121 ME NOW FROM ANYWHERE IN THE 
MARYLAND ........... 976-8487 WILDEST LINES 1-976-5151 US. AT (213) 651-5000. 


1-976-2437 | PENNSYLVANIA........ 976-2663 —— FOR THE MOST SIZZLING 
MICHIGAN .........]1 976.6193 | TEXAS...............976-2868 jy TRUE CONFESSIONS, CALL: 


N.Y., BOROS, L.I.. 1-900-896-0600** LISTEN IN, 


. +++ | 970-3825 976-8300 | OR RECORD YOUR OWN SINS! 
ROCK. & WesTCH. [970-8497 | “ASH. D.C.......... lope eag7 erg 


IN ALL OTHER AREAS CALL SINGLES TONIGHT, CALL THE 
= ES MOST EXCLUSIVE SINGLES 
1(900)USA 3 GI is | ae 1(900)820 2828 ORGANIZATION IN AMERICA 


ie eC Gs “THE NATIONAL SINGLES 
ghd wee Rela eta es CLUB.” 1-900-820-3111"** 


You pay only for the phone call which is billed discreetly to your phone bill at only $2.00 per call in Calif., $3.50 in N.Y., $3.00 in all other areas, plus any applicabie tolls. Must be 18 years of age or older. 
$.95 per minute, $2 first minute. ** $1 per minute, $2 first minute. *** $3.00 per minute. ©1990, Men’s Care Products, Inc. 


| There’s Nothing Like 
a Landscaper Who Knows 
His Way Around a Bush 
I'm a twenty-year-old coed at 
a big college in Florida. | 
grew up all over the country, 
as my dad was a Career naval 
officer. When he retired and 
began a successful business, 
my family settled into the hot 
and horny wilds of the - 
Sunshine State. 

One Saturday morning | 
was feeling particularly randy. 
The situation was ideal: | had 
the house to myself—Dad 
was out of town and Mom had 
gone to a luncheon and | 
afternoon meeting with her 
ladies’ club. However, | had 
no prospects for relief. We'd 
just moved to the area, and 
my circle of male acquain- 
tances was small and didn’t 
include anyone | particularly 
wanted to fuck. 

So when the landscaper 

‘arrived to work on our lawn, | 
found myself studying his 
form with an unusual 
enthusiasm. Larry was slim 
and athletic. Watching him 
mow the lawn, shirtless, | 
realized he would be the 
perfect partner for an 
afternoon of hot love. He was 
about my age, and | know 
from experience that no one 
likes a good fucking as much 
as a twenty-year-old man. 
Unless, of course, it’s a 
twenty-year-old woman—as 
Larry was about to find out! 

| scampered upstairs and 
put on my skimpiest string 
bikini. | also went into Mom’s 
closet and found her sexy, 
pink leather sandals. Thus 
equipped, | positioned myself 
on the sun deck overlooking 
the back yard. Larry tried not 
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to be too obvious when he 
looked my way, but he was 
completely unsuccessful. Just 
knowing he was interested 
made my juices flow. 

| brought out a soft drink to 
help. him cool off, but | could 
see from the bulge in his 
shorts that a soda was the 
last thing on his mind. What 
the hell, | thought, and untied 
my bikini top when his back 
was to me. | thought his eyes 
were going to pop right out 
of their sockets when he 
turned around and saw my > 
twin thirty-eights. 

| let Larry fondle and suck 
my tits while | unzipped his 
cut-offs and pulled them 
down to his ankles. | actually 
gasped when | was con- 
fronted with the size of his 
cock. His huge prong was 
crowned by a perfectly 
formed and silky-smooth 
head, mounted atop a 
rock-hard shaft. It was as 
straight as the proverbial 
arrow. | managed to resist the 
urge to fall to my knees and 
blow him at once, but only 
because my cunt was literally 
aching for some attention. 

Larry motioned for me to 
bend over the back of the 
couch, and | used my fingers 
to spread my pussy wide 
open for him. That is my 
favorite route to pleasure— 
being taken from behind. No 
matter how much fucking | — 
do, my pussy is always tight 
when | do it that way. | was in 
heaven as he worked his slab 
in and out of my tunnel. In no 
time we were pumping in 
perfect, wild harmony. | was 
surprised when Larry slipped 


one hand between my thighs — 


and began to massage my 


clit in time with the strokes of 
his expert prick. | had 
originally taken him for the 
shy, inexperienced type, but 
he proved me wrong with 
each thrust of his skilled cock. 

| suggested that we move 
to the floor so | could feel him 
in me as deeply as possible. 
| lay flat on my back with my 
legs in the air and told him to 
fuck me into a frenzy. The 
feeling was delightful as my 
cunt lips stretched tightly 
around his magnificent pole. 
He moved in and out with — 
powerful, full-length strokes, 
the top side of his shaft giving 
my clit a long caress each 
time he pumped. 

In no time my pussy began 
those wonderful contractions 
of ecstasy. | held on tightly 
and arched my back while 
screaming for more. Feeling 
me come got Larry even 
more excited. | knew he 
couldn't last much longer, 
and with one long, wet kiss | 
got him to shoot his abundant 
load into my box. 

-That’s when the doorknob 
turned. 

In walked his landscaping 
assistant. He'd been calling 
Larry for ten minutes, he said, 
and came upstairs to my 
room when he heard his 
voice. Poor Larry was totally 
bewildered. He pulled out, 
but it was much too late to 
stem the tide. His cock kept 
shooting like a fire hose. 

There | sat, buck naked on 
the living room floor with jism 
dripping between my legs. 
To make a long story short, 
Larry's assistant beat it out of 
there with a quick apology. 
Larry and | had a good laugh 
about it, but soon he got 


You’re off on 

the greatest game 
of all... lusty 

fun on the foxy-lady 
hunt. Boys get 
caughi foo 


35 


i ) . 


36 


“| couldn't help 
thinking of all 

the ways | wanted 
to ravish her 
body. My cock 
hardened a little 
more with each 
new fantasy” 
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cleaned up so he could go 
back to work. 

Larry still turns me on every 
time we see each other, and 
since there’s nothing | like 
better, we fuck frequently. | 
enjoy having a tireless stud 
on call whenever | feel the 
urge.—Name and adaress 
withheld 


The Reunion Wasn’t 
Tearful, but There Were | 
Some Liquids Invoived 
My girlfriend and | broke up 
this last year because she 
went to school out of state, 
but when she came home for 
spring break—her first time 
back—| picked her up at the 
airport. The timing was 
perfect because | was taking 
my parents to the airport for 
their vacation the same day. 

| wasn’t sure what to 
expect as | waited for Bobbie, 
but when she saw me and ran 
straight into my arms, | knew 
that we were going to have a 
fantastic week together. She 
greeted me with a deep, wet 
kiss that relieved me of any 
lingering doubt that she still 
cared for me. She looked 
even better than when I'd last 
seen her, and | couldn't help 
thinking of all the different 
ways | wanted to ravish her 
body. My cock hardened a 
little more with each new 
fantasy. Bobbie soon noticed 
the bulge in my pants and 
slowly rubbed it. | 

“The sooner we get home, 
the sooner we'll be able to 
take care of this problem,” 
she informed me with a smile. 
It was the quickest trip home 
from the airport I’ve ever had. 

As soon as we stepped 
inside my house, she lay 
down on the sofa and pulled 
me on top of her. | slowly 
inched her top down, 
revealing her beautiful, full: 
breasts. After indulging these 
mounds for a bit, | continued 
on my path toward her hot 
box. | kissed every inch of her 
soft body and massaged her 
damp crotch as | removed 
her shirt. When it was off, | 
oushed her knees up to her 


tits, exposing her glistening 
pussy. 

| kissed and sucked all 
around her cunt, watching as 
her juices trickled down over 
her ass-cheeks. | slowly 
lapped up the sweet juice, 
starting on the cheeks, then 
focusing my attention on her 
pussy. | probed her fiery hole 
with my tongue. Soon she 
took my head in her hands 
and pressed my mouth tightly 
to her cunt. 

| worked my mouth up to 
her clit and rubbed it 
vigorously with my tongue. 
This quickly caused her first 
orgasm. However, it didn't 
slow her down in the least. 
She rolled me onto my back 
and began sucking my cock 
in a frenzy. She spun around 
to the 69 position, sticking her 
cute little ass in my face. She 
stroked my hot rod with her 
hand while she fondled my 
balls with her lips. When she 
wasn't sucking my nuts, she 
was massaging them and 
licking my cock. She knew 
just what it took to please me. 
| ate her pussy like it was my 
last meal. | wanted to hold 
back my load to savor this 
incredible feeling, but she 
urged me to come. | obliged, 
filling her mouth with a big 
helping of semen. 

While | waited to get hard 
again, she slowly but surely 
rubbed her clit against me 
and helped herself to another 
orgasm. Her hot, moist hole 
and sexy moans coaxed my 
cock back to its full, erect. 
state. When she saw that, she 
climbed off me and got on 
her hands and knees. 

“Fuck me,” she said. “| 
want it as hard as you can 
give it.” 

_ | knelt behind her and she 
arched her back, better 
exposing her cunt. | rubbed 
the head of my dick back and 
forth across her pussy. 

“Please give it to me 
baby,” she moaned. “Don't 
tease me now. I've got to feel 


your cock in me.” 


That’s what | was waiting 
for. | granted her wish with 


one long, slow push, and 
Bobbie moaned with plea- 
sure every inch of the way. | 
stroked her sweaty body and 
we went at it hard for a good 
fifteen minutes. When she 
was too tired to stay on her 
hands and knees, | turned her 
over to the missionary 
position and delivered the 
kind of short, quick thrusts | 
knew would make her come. 

| roamed my hands over 
her ass and felt the wetness 
of her satisfied pussy. Our 
pace quickened as we both 
approached climax. She 
stiffened and came just as | 
unloaded my hot sperm into 
her snatch. Both of us 
exhausted, we collapsed in 
each other's arms and 
remained there until we could 
muster up enough energy to 
take a shower. 

The week was filled with 
sex, and we hated to see the 
vacation go by so quickly. 
Although a steady relation- 
ship is impractical, there is 
no denying the pleasure we 
get from each other. We are 
looking forward to hooking 
up again for winter break. — 
Name and address withheld 


The Boss Pays My Salary, 
but His Wife 
Provides the Benefits 
After growing up and 
attending college in the same 
comfortable, midwestern 
town, | was not in much of a 
hurry to look for jobs 
elsewhere when graduation 
approached. An old friend 
introduced me to a local 
insurance agent with more 
work than he could handle in 
his one-man business. Appar- 
ently, the business was not all 
he couldn't handle by himself. 
Ray, the agent, threw a 
party at his well-appointed 
home the Saturday after my 
first week on the job. He 
greeted me at the door in the 
company of a stunningly 
beautiful woman whom he 
introduced as his wife, Judith. 
She was in her early twenties, 
at least fifteen years younger 
than Ray, with dark hair, large 
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brown eyes, and an incred- 
ible body that sent a small 
shiver up my back. 

“Let me close the door 
before you catch a chill,’ she 
said as Ray took my coat. 

“Be careful or she'll have 
you bundled up and stuffed 
with vitamin C before you 
know it,” he quipped. 

The thought of being 
bundled up with Judith was 
enough to keep an otherwise 
dull party interesting. | 
observed that Ray virtually 
ignored his wife the rest of the 
evening as he drank heavily 
with his guests and-business 
clients. My shyness kept me 
at a safe distance from 
Judith, until she gently 
brushed me with her body as 
she got my coat. “Hope to 
see you again soon,’ she 
said as | left. 

Soon came about two 
weeks later, after Ray called 
me at home one night. He 
had made last-minute plans 
to attend a two-day meeting 
in Chicago, and told me to 
stop by his house as soon as 
| could, to pick up some 
papers for a client of ours. 

When | got there an hour 
later, Judith answered the 
door. Covering her sumptu- 
ous body was a large, terry 
robe, which must have been 
Ray’s. It was tied loosely in 
the front, revealing the tops 
of her gorgeous breasts. Her 
hair was in a sleepy jumble 
and her bare feet caused me 
to speculate about what else 
might be bare underneath the 
robe. 

As | sat down at the kitchen 
table, Judith got up to get 
something from the refrigera- 
tor. Just then, a beautiful 
nipple revealed itself from 
inside the robe. It was more 
than | could take, and when 
she asked me if | wanted 
anything to eat with my 
coffee, | answered, “How 
about you?” 

She responded by turning 
around and untying the loose 
knot on the front of the robe. | 
had guessed correctly. Only 
her firm, erect nipples, 
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beautiful skin, and the soft, 
brown patch of hair between 
her long legs greeted my 
eyes. 

Judith walked over to me 
and we began to French-kiss. 
My hand moved slowly up her 
baby-smooth legs, which 
parted to reveal a tiny trickle 
of pussy juice on her thigh. 
As my hand reached the 
wetness, she arched her 
back and pressed her tits into 


_ my face. She let out a series 


of low moans as my fingers 
entered her vagina and my 
lips and tongue explored her 
nipples. She came almost 
immediately, then took my 
hand and led me upstairs to 
the bedroom. 

My clothes came off 
quickly with her help. As we 
fell on the bed together, | 
began kissing her entire body 
while moving in the general 
direction of her pussy. Her 
hands gently stopped me 
about halfway there. “Ray 
doesn’t believe in oral sex,” 
she said. 

| asked, “How about you?” 
She replied that she had 
never had oral sex before, so 
she didn’t know if she 
believed in it or not. | found 
myself wondering why in the 
world Ray wouldn't want to 
go down on this goddess. 

My caresses soon had 
Judith’s legs fully parted, and 
| buried my face and tongue 
deep in her delicious cunt. 
After about thirty seconds, 
she came with such intensity 
that tears began to run down 
her cheeks. As | began to 
soothe her and kiss away the 
tears, she took my dick in her 
hand and guided it to her 
pussy lips. | had never felt 
anything like it before as | 
slipped deeply inside her, 
watched her delightful ex- 
pression of ecstasy and 
heard her soft, passionate 
intake of breath. As | started 
to push slowly in and out of 
her heavenly opening, | could 
feel juices flowing out onto 
my balls. Her entire body 
began a rhythmic fucking — 
motion as she positioned her 


legs behind my back and 
pulled me deeper into her 
pussy. Judith came several 
times before | exploded into 
her. 

We lay beside each other 
on the bed. | wiggled up to 
position my cock near her 
face. Judith reached up with 
her hands and rubbed my 
dick between them. “What 
do | do now?” she asked. | 
reached down and gently 
pushed the head of my. penis 
into her mouth. She was very 
tentative at first, but soon 
really started to enjoy having 
my cock in her mouth. After 
several minutes of her 
babylike sucking, | came. 
Most of my come dripped out 
of her mouth, and | gathered 
it uo and rubbed it all over 
my dick. 

Judith was lying on her 
stomach, with her beautiful 
hair and ass spread out on 
the bed. | mounted her and 
guided my lubricated mem- 
ber very slowly into her tight 
little cunt once more. It took 
just a second before all six 
inches were throbbing inside 
her. | reached around and 
massaged her clit, and then 
slipped a finger of my other 
hand inside her. We came at 
the same time, like a giant 
wave crashing on the beach. 
We rested a little while, then 
fucked ourselves to sleep. 

| woke up with a start about 
ten in the morning and 
jumped into my clothes: | was 
supposed to deliver the 
papers for an eleven o'clock 
meeting! | made the meeting, 
then came back after dinner 
and made it with Judith for the 
rest of the night and into the 
next morning. Although | 
eventually moved to a bigger 
city for a better job, Judith 
and | still bundle up for fun 
and games together when 
we get the chance.—Name 
and address withheld 


She Posed Once 
in the Buff, Now She Just 
Can’t Get Enough 


| | have a neighbor, a really 


cute guy of twenty-six, who 
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Alas, the flesh ee 
long before the spirit. But - 
not to worry. Love, Sex. 
and Aging, a frank and 
thorough Consumers Un- — 
ion study of the “sexual 
attitudes and activities of 
Americans over fifty,” 
reveals the various strate- 
gies adopted by senior 
citizens to cope with their — 
waning physical capacity 
for lovemaking. | 

Some lonely men who 
participated in the study, 
for example, report that 
they've taken to using 
vibrators on themselves. 
One, a sixty-six-year-old 
divorced man who has no 


lover and experiences 
difficulty when he tries to 
masturbate, tells how 
distressing it is, ‘trying to 
draw a little off by 
hand—and finding that the 
well is dry.” But the use of 
a ‘buzzer,’ that is, a | 
vibrator, unfailingly brings 
him to orgasm. He | | 
recommends it highly to 
other older guys in the 
same predicament... _ 
Praise for vibrators also. 
comes from a widower in 
his middle eighties: ‘I 
accidentally discovered at 
alate teen age thata — 
vibrator had a striking _ 
effect on the penis. . 
Sometime in my fifties . 
| constructed . [al unit : 


CONTINUED ON FOLLOWING PAGE 
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READING AROUND 
_ BUZZIN’ AND STUFFIN’ 
_ CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE 
which combines vibration 
with a reciprocal vagina- 
[like] movement. Even at 
my advanced age, | get 
_ from it a more intense local 
| pleasure than any woman 

ever gave me. 

A technique known as 
“stuffing,” the CU study 
discovered, is utilized by 
amorous couples desiring 
intercourse despite the 
male’s impotence. A limp 


the vagina. Often this is 
pleasurable enough to 
produce an erection. A 
septuagenarian in Minne- 
sota discovered “stuffing” 
on his own. Married to a 
woman about half his age, 
he has sex with her every 
Friday night. Seating her 
on the edge of the bed 
with her legs wide apart, 
he performs cunnilingus 
until she’s on the verge of 
orgasm. Then he stuffs his 
cock into her so they can 
climax together. 
A divorcée in her late 
fifties, CU reports, actually 
favors being fucked by a 
soft cock. With her 
partner’s flaccid tool 
inside her, she explains, “| 
‘rub my clitoris . .. against 
his pubic bone while | 
enjoy a whole series of 
orgasms. With this tech- 
nique, a partner whose 
penis is limp... is no 
problem at all. ‘Ge 
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cock is simply stuffed into 
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has asked me for quite a 
while now to do some nude 
posing for him. Carl is quite a 
camera buff and occasionally 
snaps photos of me doing 
things around the outside of 
my parents’ house, which is 
right next to his. When I'm 
washing the car or gardening 
(and especially when I'm 
sunning in the back yard) | 
can hear the clicks of his 
shutter in the distance. 

. Finally, last August, two 
weeks before my birthday, | 
told Ted that if he bought me 
a sexy outfit | would pose for 
him. | thought he might buy 
shorts and a top, or maybe a 
bikini, because | couldn't see 
him buying anything too 
daring. Was | ever surprised 
when he invited me over to 
pick up my birthday presents: 
Ted had bought me nineteen 
presents for my nineteenth 
birthday! 

| could not believe the 
beautiful and sexy things he'd 
bought me. | opened a box 
that was packed full of sheer 
bra-and-panty sets in various 
colors. Next were a couple of 
teddies and some really 
slinky gowns, a frilly corset 
with panties to match, and 
some silk stockings too. All of 
the gifts were beautiful. 

After | thanked Ted, | told 
him to get his camera and 
that | would pose in every 
outfit he bought for me. When 
| put on the first bra and panty 
set, | was a little embarrassed 
because they were so sheer. 
But Ted reassured me and 
things became easier and 
easier. | looked through his 
collection of erotic magazines 
to find different poses. Ted 
loved every minute of my 
posing and, to tell the truth, | 
did too! It was really nice to 
be the center of attention and 
to know every inch of my 
body was being admired. 

Ted never asked me to 
pose completely nude, but 
being so close to having 
nothing on, | asked him if he 
would like me to change in 
front of him so he could 
photograph me naked. He 


said it was up to me. So while 
changing into the first teddy, 

| stood in front of his camera 
and let him snap away. He 
admired my small but firm 
breasts, and was really taken 
by my rear end. He said it 
was perfect. After eight rolls 
of thirty-six-exposure film, 
Ted had a few of shots of me 
in each item he’d bought me, 
and several of me in the buff 
as well. 

| dressed and helped Ted 
develop the pictures. They 
were really nice. His use of 
different lights and colors 
really made me look quite 
sexy. It really turned me on, 
and | knew Ted was in the 
same turned-on state too. | 
asked him to bring his 
camera upstairs to his 
bedroom where | could strip 
for him so that he could get a 
few bedroom shots. | had his 
favorite sheer, purple bra and 
panties on under my jeans 
and sweater. As | began my 
strip, he clicked away. After | 
was nude, | hopped into bed 
and gave him some sexy bed 
shots. When he finished that 
roll of film, | asked him to join 
me. 

He didn’t waste any time 
and soon he was nibbling at 
my crotch. It wasn't the first 
time a man had done this for 


| me, but it was still terrific. We 


changed into a 69 position 
so | could eat him while he ate 
me. After a few minutes of 
this, we repositioned our- 
selves on the bed again and 
Ted started to put his cock 
into me. It was so big | 
thought | would burst, but | 
loved the tightness. 

When he finally buried it in 
me completely, pleasure was 
all | could feel. | let myself go 
and met his every thrust. | 
wasn't used to such a big 
cock, but | did like the way it 
filled me up. 

Ted and | still have photo 
and fucking sessions, usually 
a couple of times a week. | 
must be building one of the 
largest and sexiest collection 
of undergarments and night- 
gowns in the world, and I've 


certainly developed a taste 
for Ted’s big prick.—Name 
and address withheld 


A Luxury Cruise Where 

the Only Command Is: 

“All Hands on Dick!” 

| am a travel agent and was 
recently offered free passage 
on a three-week cruise of the 
Caribbean. | am in my 
mid-thirties, and considered 
this to be a heaven-sent 
opportunity to have more than 
my fair share of great sex. 
After getting into the 
shipboard routine, | began 
my search for some fun the 
very first night. 

Before dinner, as | sat with 
a drink in the bar, | saw a 
blonde girl of about twenty 
come in with her mother. They 
sat down next to me. After 
looking the girl up and down, 
| realized it wasn't this young 
girl | was interested in—it was 
her mother. 

She was tall and slim, with 
black hair. She had a 
sophisticated air about her. 
Best of all, she was equipped 
with my favorite feminine 
attribute well-developed 
breasts. But the two women 
left after one drink, and | did 
not see them again that 
evening. 

The next evening after 
dressing for dinner, | again 
went up to the bar and sat on 
a stool. | had not been there 
long when, as if in answer to 
a prayer, the mother came in 
and sat on the stool beside 
me. We introduced ourselves 
and engaged in the usual 
small talk. | bought her a drink 
and took a good look at the 


-front of her low-cut dress. This 


woman was definitely worth 
going after. 

Her name was Sandra, 
and she had come on the 
cruise to chaperone her 
daughter. From our conversa- 
tion, | gathered that her 
marriage had become a trifle 
boring. As we talked, one of 
the ship’s hostesses came 
into the bar and said she 
hoped we were coming to the 
dance after dinner that night. 
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Sandra told me that she 
indeed liked dancing, and | 
arranged to meet her in the 
bar after dinner. 

Dinner could not pass 
quickly enough for me that 
night. Sandra was waiting for 
me as arranged, and 
afterward we moved to the 
big lounge where the dances 
were held. She nestled in my 
arms with her head on my 
shoulder and pressed her 
body to mine. | am not the 
world’s greatest dancer by 
any means, but Sandra did 
not seem to mind. As her 
body was placed squarely — 
against mine, | knew my 
erection must have been 
giving her crotch a workout. 

After a certain amount of 
dancing cheek-to-cheek, 
along with several drinks, | 
decided that it was time to 
make a move. | walked 
Sandra to the outside deck 
and took her in my arms. | put 
my hand inside the front of 
her dress and caressed her 
breasts. | gently tweaked her 
erect nipples. She squirmed 
in obvious enjoyment and 
began to breathe heavily. 
Seizing the opportunity, | took 
her by the hand and led her 
to my cabin. When we got 
there | told her that her 
breasts were beautiful. “What 
are their measurements?” | 
asked. 

“Thirty-seven and a half, 
actually,” she said. “And 
don't forget the half.” 

“| won't,” | said. “lam 
going to suck all thirty-seven 
and a half inches right now.” 

With that, we moved to the 
bed. | unbuttoned the top of 
her dress completely, un- 
hooked her bra and lay on top 
of her, taking a nipple in my 
mouth and rubbing my hard 
penis against her. 

Lifting my head, Sandra 
kissed me hungrily for a 
while. But then, placing her 
hands on my hips, she 
pushed me away from her. 
As | lifted myself from her 
body, | realized that she was 
unzipping my slacks. | got up 
to remove my clothes. As | 
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did so, Sandra took off her 
panty hose and white, nylon 
panties. 

Completely naked, | stood 
and looked down at her, 
realizing that my wildest 
dream had come true. 
Sandra looked magnificent 
as she lay there, her full 
breasts exposed to my gaze. 
Her dress and bra were 
undone and falling away to 
her sides; her skirt was up 
around her waist, and the 
dark mass of hair between 
her open legs invited me to 
taste of its sweetness. 

Before | could do so, 
Sandra sat up. Considering 
that we were virtually total 
strangers, she surprised me 
by taking my penis in her 
hand and licking and sucking 
the head. | was in heaven. | 
moved the head in and out of 
her mouth for a while, then 
removed it and eased her 
onto her back. | knelt 
between her legs and 
concentrated my attention on 
her breasts. | have always 
found that prolonged atten- 


| tion to a woman's breasts 


pays dividends. Sandra was 
no exception—she adored tt. 
Her breasts were far better 
than their clothed contours 
had suggested. They were 
very large and rounded, and 
the nipples were hard and 
swollen with desire. 

| caressed both breasts 
with my hands, gently 
kneading them and rolling the 
nipples with my palms. Then 
| kissed them all over, 
nibbling them with my lips 
and teeth, flicking them with 
my tongue. Finally, | sucked 
them deeply while my fingers 
strayed down to her thighs. 

All this time Sandra was 
responding to my touch, 
kissing me hard and 
breathing heavily while utter- 
ing little moans. My hands 
stroked the dewy space 
between her legs. | inserted 
first one finger. and then 
another, into her vagina. 

By this time she was very 
wet, and my fingers slipped 
easily in and out of her pussy 


and over her swollen clitoris. 
| asked if she wanted me to 
go down on her, and when 
she replied that her husband 
no longer did that to her, | 
gladly moved down between 
her legs and licked my lips, 
prepared to feast. 

With my hands stretched 
upward so that | could 
continue caressing those 
voluptuous breasts, | went to 
work. | teased the inner lips 
of her vagina, inserted my 
tongue, and licked and 
sucked her clitoris until she 
lifted my head with her hands 
and said that she wanted the 

“real thing. 

| don't pretend to have the 
proportions that some of your 
other correspondents do, but 
| am very well developed 
where it counts. Sandra was 
very tight when the head of 
my penis entered her, and 
she remarked that maybe | 
was too big for her. | told her 
that she would soon be 
grateful for my size, and after 
several gentle movements | 
was in up to the hilt. 

| cupped one of her 
breasts in my hand and 
sucked on it hard as | began 
to pump slowly and deeply. | 
brought my penis almost all 
the way out with each stroke, 
then thrusted it back in again, 
moving my hips ina 
figure-eight action. | alter- 
nated between quick and 
slow movements, making 
Sandra gasp with pleasure. 
She lifted her hips to match 
my thrusts, letting go with an 
orgasm so intense it nearly 
threw us from the bed. 

Now it was my turn. | like 
to fuck a woman hard, to let 
her know that she has a real 
man between her legs. | 
spread Sandra’s wide, bring- 
ing my knees up underneath 
her thighs, and began 
pumping hard and fast. My 
balls were slapping against 
her and the head of my penis 
was hitting bottom with each 
stroke. Sandra gasped, “Oh, 
darling!” with each thrust, 
and lifted her long legs to 
give me greater penetration. 


READING AROUND _ 


When Big Wasn’t Best 
Until modern times, we 
learn from Allan Ed- _ 
wardes’s book, 7he Jewel 
in the Lotus, Hindu men 
were socially ranked 
according to the size of 
their cocks—or to use the 
Hindi term, their lingams. 
What'’s surprising is that 
bigger was not consid- 
ered better. 

The “hare man” was. 
regarded as the “beau 
ideal of manhood.” Even 
in erection, a hare man’s 
lingam was no longer than 
three inches and “propor- 
tionately thin.” | 

A bit lower in status was 
the “buck man, the 


perfection of warriors,” 
whose penis was ‘slightly 
thicker and longer, four or 
five inches.” Then came 
the “bull man,” whose 
virile member measured 
from six to seven inches if 
he was an artisan or 
merchant, or from seven 
to eight inches if he was a 
farmer. — 

Lowest on the social 
ladder was the ‘stallion 
man, the most coarse and 
vulgar.” He, Edwardes 
notes, was “of the servile 
caste,” and had “a nine-to 
ten-inch, wrist-thick tas- 
sel.” The poor Hindu who 
was hung like a horse was 
criticized as having semen 
that flowed “like the 
Ganges in flood."t 
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“Being a 

breast lover, | 
especially 

love to see and 
feel them 
hanging down 
and swaying 
fo every 
movement’ 


She bucked wildly, gripping 
me firmly with her vaginal 
muscles until | shot my load. 
After we'd had one 
incredible orgasm each, we 
lay quietly together, discuss- 
ing what we both enjoyed in 
sex. But | couldn't leave those 
incredible breasts alone, so | 
continued to stroke and suck 
them, moving from one to the 
other. That, and the subject — 
of our conversation, soon 
gave me another erection. 
Sandra asked if | would like 
her to take my cock 
doggie-style. Like most men, 
| enjoy the feeling of fucking 
a woman from the rear. And 
being a breast lover, | 
especially love to see and 
feel them hanging down and 
swaying to every movement. 
So of course | said yes. 
Sandra immediately knelt 
on all fours with her knees 
apart. Reaching between her 
legs for my penis, she guided 
me into her as | fondled her 
gorgeous twin mounds. | 
grasped them hard, pulling 
her back toward me as | 
thrust into her. Sandra moved 
forward, her head resting on 
the pillow and her buttocks 
raised high. She thrust back 
at me and | fucked her harder 


-than ever until we both 


reached orgasm again. 

Sandra was obviously 
wonderful in every way. We 
spent every evening together 
for the rest of the cruise, 
sucking and fucking our- 
selves into ecstasy. —Name 
and address withheld 


This Man’s Army Was 

Pretty Boring —Uniil , 
This Man’s Woman Arrived 
lam in the U.S. Army, and 
where I’m stationed it can get 
pretty lonely. A few months 
ago, a new female arrived. 
and moved into the women’s 
wing of the barracks. Her 
name is Lynda and she is a 
total fox. She has blonde hair 
and green eyes, a combina- — 
tion that has always given me 
an instant hard-on. Her lips 


look like they were made just 


to be wrapped around a 


guy's cock. I'd always 
admired her from afar, but | 
never had the guts to ask her 
out. If | knew then what | know 
now, | would have come on 
to her a long time ago. 

A few days ago | was 
talking to her, and she 
excused herself to get a beer 
from her room. When she 
didn’t come back aftera 
while, | went to her room and 
knocked on the door. She told 
me to come in, and when | 
opened the door | got the 
surprise of my life. 

She was lying on her bed 
wearing a sheer, baby-doll 
nightie and a black G-string. 
Well, not being one to pass 
up that kind of an invitation, | 
closed the door behind me 
and walked over to her. She 
said that for the past fifteen 
minutes, she had been 
masturbating to a fantasy of 
fucking me. | stood there 
kicking myself for not having 
made any moves earlier. 

She slid off the bed, came 
up to me and slowly began 
to unbutton my shirt. Then, 
as | was thanking my 
outrageous luck, she started 
kissing my chest, working 
down to my nipples, which 
she sucked as if they were 
candy. She kept on moving 
down, pausing just long 


| enough to unbutton and slip 


off my jeans and briefs— 
whereupon she proceeded 
to lick and suck my dick, balls 
and ass-cheeks. 

She was driving me up the 
wall with her flicking tongue, 
sucking lips and probing 
fingers. | was doing pretty 
good on holding back the 
huge load of come that was 
pounding in my balls, but not 
for long. She stroked my nuts 
with just her fingertips and 
that was it: | came like it was 
the end of the world and she 
swallowed every last drop of 
my load. 

| thought that that would 
be about all, but she had 
other plans. She lay back on 
the bed, stripped off her few 
remaining pieces of clothing 
and started to squeeze her 


own freckled tits and play 
with her juicy pussy. She 
spread her cunt lips and 
whispered, “Eat me out. | 
want to feel your sweet 
tongue in my hot hole.” 

Her aggressiveness got 
me hard again, so | plunged 
my face into her steaming slit. 
| sucked her clit and 
tongue-fucked her until she 
started moaning and calling 
out my name. Finally, she 
sighed and gushed out the 
sweetest love juice I'd ever 
tasted. 

After | was done, my 
aching cock was begging for 
release, so | slid up and gave 
her the hottest kiss | ever 
gave anybody. | asked her if 
she minded if | came inside 
her. “Are you kidding?” she 
asked. “That’s what I’ve been 
dreaming of for the past 
hour!” 

That was all the encour- 
agement | needed. | rammed 
my steel-hard prick all the 
way up that blonde pussy 
again and again as | nibbled 
and sucked her hard, swollen 
nipples. She started talking 
to me again, saying, ‘Yes, 
yes! Fuck me harder. Harder! 
Harder!” 

| slipped my hand down 
and flicked her clit until she 
exploded in another mind- - 
shattering orgasm. | followed 
close behind, thanks to her 
spasming cunt. 

| suspect that army life is 
going to improve now that 
Lynda is here.—Name and 
address withheld 


Pursuit and capture must be 
the oldest game around—and 
it just keeps getting better. 
The cavemen started it, but 
we like to think it has been 
refined since then. What are 
the best stories involving the’ 
hunt? Only you can tell us. 
Were you the hunter or the 
hunted? Maybe you’ve been 
both. Share your experiences; 
tell the rest of us about your 
special techniques. Send 
them to: Penthouse Letters, 
Dept DM, 1965 Broadway, 
New York, NY 10023-5965. 
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A LETTER FROM 
CHARLES DICKENS 


very child and, I dare 
say, every adult too, 
knows my story of 
Ebenezer Scrooge and 
A Christmas Carol. 
But that story, as I wrote it, is but a 
shadow of the real story. For the truth 
(and today at last the truth can be told 
without offending either mores or vir- 
tue), is that Scrooge’s pain grew not 
from want of love alone, but also from 
want of love’s sweet sister, sex. 
Parched for sex and love, his soul 
shriveled until it shrank into a dried-up 
gourd rattling from the broken hopes 
lost within. 

But why, you ask, did Scrooge not 
know sex or love? Well! That is a tale 
indeed. So toss another log onto the 
fire, pour yourself another glass of 
Christmas cheer, settle back into your 
chair and read on. 


It was Christmas Eve, just past mid- 


night, and already Scrooge had re- 


ceived the fright of his long (many said 
too long) life. For the ghost of Marley, 
Scrooge’s former partner Marley, as 
dead as a doornail these seven years, 
had come and gone. “Repent,” Mar- 
ley’s restless spirit had wailed, but 
Scrooge’s cast-iron heart remained 
firmly shut. 


“Bah!” Scrooge muttered after Mar- 


ley’s ghost vanished. “Humbug!” he 
added for good measure, summoning 


up his courage to slip under the bed- 
covers for a good night’s rest. And 
didn’t he, of all men, deserve a sound 
night’s sleep, he who toiled nearly round 
the clock in service of Commerce, mind- 
ing his own business and minding it 
well? 

So it was Christmas Eve. That 
mattered not one whit to him. Let his 
lazy nephew, his clerk Bob Cratchit 
and all the rest of the foolish world 
keep Christmas in their foolish ways, 
making merry while outside the wind 
blew hard and cold. Only a cold man, 
Scrooge knew, could withstand that 
icy wind. 

And no man was ever colder than 
Ebenezer Scrooge. He carried his own 
winter storm about him and iced even 
the smiles of little babes. 

But cold as Scrooge was, even he 
couldn’t freeze Time or Destiny in 
their inexorable tracks. And so it was 
that when the clock struck one, he 
awoke to find himself face-to-face with 
an unearthly visitor. 

That visitor, as all of you probably 
know, was the Ghost of Christmas 
Past; but he was not the kindly old 
gentleman [ portrayed in A Christmas 
Carol. No, the Ghost that gazed into 
Scrooge’s withered soul was a woman 
clad in a long, dark gown, a woman 
of middle age who had the joy of youth 
shining on her noble face. A woman, 
Scrooge realized, of familiar aspect. 


In the spirit of Christmas 
we present the retelling of a classic tale 
to include certain details 
that Dickens’ propriety forced him to leave out 
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For in her kindly visage he saw re- 
flected the image of the woman who had 
died giving him birth. 

Bitterness filled Scrooge’s heart and 
mouth. “What would you have of me?” 
he shouted at the specter. “You left me 
at birth, yet you haunt me now? Mother, 
be gone!” 

Without a word, the Ghost clasped 
Scrooge’s hands in her own and dragged 
him from the bed. To his horror, she 
pulled him through the very wall of his 
bedchamber—and into another, far 
meaner room, not part of his house at 
all, but a room bordered by walls of 
peeling plaster and a floor of splintered 
wood. And in that room, Scrooge saw 
a tiny Christmas tree decorated with 
angels made of cheap paper and topped 
with a tin star. And next to the branch 
he saw an iron bedstead, and on that 
bed his very own self, but younger, 
virile, naked. And below his young self, 
a woman, lithe, lovely, also naked, her 


breasts and thighs vibrating with desire 


as she moved in unison with the young 
Scrooge. 


Old Scrooge’s heart jumped like a 


puppy at play. “Why, that is Mary!” 
e exclaimed. 

The Ghost nodded her handsome 
head. “Your first love. And do you see 
how well you loved her?” 

A dim memory swept over Scrooge. 
He reached out to touch his past love, 
but brushed only air. 

“You cannot touch her,” said the 
Spirit. “She is but a shadow, as is your 
youthful self.” 

Scrooge frowned, remembering fur- 
ther. “We were happy here, she and I, 
although we were poor, bitterly so.” 

“Poor in worldly goods,” said the 
Ghost, “but rich in love.” 

So saying, the Spirit clasped 
Scrooge’s hand and spun him like a top. 
Round and round they twirled in a 
dizzying whirl; and when they stopped, 
Scrooge saw that they remained in the 
same mean room. But although carolers’ 
songs of joy drifted in through a half- 
open window, inside the room no Christ- 
mas branch or tree cheered the flaking 
walls. And on the same irén bed Mary 
lay no longer, but now sat, her naked 
body trembling in fear while above her 
a still young Scrooge towered, his face 
scarlet with rage. 

“T don’t want to see this,” cried old 
Scrooge. 


“You must!” demanded the Ghost. 
And so Scrooge saw, though what 
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he saw made his hair stand on end. 
“You are nothing but a tramp, a filthy 
thing,” his younger self yelled at cower- 
ing Mary. 

Mary raised her head, tears glisten- 
ing on her cheeks. “But it was only a 
kiss, a Christmas kiss.” 

Young Scrooge’s face filled with 
blood. “Humbug!” he shouted. “A kiss 
is as good as a fuck. Into the street with 
you. Jezebel!” 

With those fatal words, young 
Scrooge grabbed poor naked Mary and 
threw her out the door, slamming it 


behind her. 
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B itterness 


filled Scrooge’s 
heart and mouth. 


“What would 


you have of me?’ 
he shouted 


at the specter. 
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As old Scrooge watched this terrible 
scene, he felt his own eyes begin to 
sting, and he began to weep. 

“T did that?” he asked the Spirit. 

“You know what you did,” she re- 
plied. “You came upon sweet Mary 
giving Marley a kiss, a Christmas kiss 
to celebrate our Savior’s birthday. An 
innocent kiss, which your jealous heart 
wrought into an abomination. And so 
you cast her out into the cold with nary 
a shift on her back. And did you ever 
beg her forgiveness?” 

Before Scrooge could reply, the Spirit 
again spun him round and round. This 
time, they twirled to a stop outside a 
merrily lighted tavern. From inside, 
Scrooge could hear laughter and voices 
bright with holiday cheer; outside, all 


was silent, shrouded beneath a mantle 
of snow. 
All, that is, except for the steady 


crunch-crunch of the boots of a man who 


paced back and forth in the snow in 
front of the tavern. Scrooge was not 
surprised to see that the man was him- 
self, at age forty; and despite the pres- 
ence of the Spirit, he swelled with pride 
at the dashing, cloaked and top-hatted 
figure he had once cut. 

_ His pride burst, however, when he 
spotted a woman attired in tattered fin- 
ery turning a corner and dragging her 
feet toward the tavern. For Scrooge 
recognized her as Mary, worn but still 
pretty as a robin. 

“Please, Spirit,” he pleaded, “do 
not show me this.” 

But the Spirit would show him no 
mercy. 

“Good evening, Sir,” Mary cooed 
to young Scrooge. “And would you be 
looking for some special cheer on this 
cold Christmas Eve?” 

Young Scrooge glanced at the 
woman, then drew back with a start. 

“Mary!” 

Mary leapt back as if burned. “You— 
Ebenezer!” Her face flushed with shame 
and she turned to flee. 

“Wait!” ordered young Scrooge, scowl- 
ing blackly. 

Mary froze. 

Young Scrooge studied her from tip 
to toe, noting how her breasts and ass, 
still high and firm, strained against her 
ragged coat, how her painted lips shone 
wetly in the tavern’s light. 

He laughed a bitter laugh. “My 
Mary, a whore. How simply divine. 
And what else would you be, without 
me to lean on? Tell me, Mary, are you 
open for business?” 

Mary shook her head. “Not for you, 
Ebenezer.” 

“And why not?” he sneered, digging 
into his pocket and pulling out a gold 
coin. “I heard that you had a little 
daughter. Wouldn’t this buy her some 
milk or bread?” 

Mary’s eyes grew large at the glint 
of the gold. “You would have me do 
this?” she asked. “Are we poor street- 
walkers your only solace?” 

Young Scrooge spat. “Solace? You 
betrayed me and, in doing so, showed 
me the way of things. Man is but an 
animal, with animal needs. Fill my needs, 
bitch Mary, and the gold will be yours. 
Or would you rather that your daughter 
starved?” 
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With a sigh that spoke of years of 


sorrow, Mary reached for the glittering 
coin. 

“After,” Scrooge said, closing his fist 
around it. And, as he held it tight 
within his thin, cold fingers, Mary sank 
to her knees, unbuttoned his trousers, 
pulled out his cock and began to suck. 

Now old Scrooge had stood watch- 
ing without moving a muscle, his shoul- 
ders slumped, his lips pinched. But 
when he saw Mary’s humiliation, he 


‘broke away with a despairing cry and 


began to run as fast and as far as his 
tired old legs could carry him. But, to 
his dismay, the snow in which he ran 
turned miraculously into wood, and he 
found himself running up a familiar set 
of stairs, into his very own bedroom. 

The Sarit, he noted, was with him 
still, along with one person more: a 
saccad olF Scrooge, turning in for the 
ni ght. 

“Ts this still Christmas Past?” Scrooge 
asked the Spirit. 

“Tt is, but only one year past.” 

One year past . . . Scrooge remem- 
bered and shuddered with a sudden 
chill. He remembered how on Christ- 
mas Eve one year ago the news of 
Mary’s death had reached him. It had 
made no impression, like water running 
off a stone. Then he remembered how 
the thought of Mary’s daughter had 
alighted on him like a butterfly, and how 
he had brushed it away with an angry 
hand. How he had climbed into his bed 
and slept, cold and alone, just as his 
shadow self was doing now. 

“A sad sight, is it not?” asked the 
Spirit. “Hardened by what you saw as 
Mary’s betrayal, an echo of your 
mother’s, for years you could get plea- 
sure only from whores, until their touch, 
too, failed to move you. Then you tumed 
to self-pleasure, but in time grew so cold 
that even your own touch proved to be 
of no avail, a repellent thing. How 
many years hee it been since you have 
pleasured yourself, Ebenezer, or felt an- 
other’s caress?” 


“Too many to count,” Scrooge 
moaned. 

“Do you have any idea,” continued 
the Spirit, “what you are missing?” So 


saying, she faded away like a dream as 
an impenetrable blackness suddenly set- 
tled over Scrooge, sending him into a 
deep sleep. 


“Scroogie.” 
Hearing a voice, Scrooge stirred from 


DECEMBER 1990 


his slumber. Was he still dreaming? 

“Oh, Scroogie-woogie.” 

Scrooge snorted awake and slapped 
at the finger tickling his chin. 

“Oh, no,” he groaned. 

“Oh, yes,” giggled the young woman 
who leaned toward him, her plump 
breasts about to tumble out of her low- 
cut dress. “I am the Ghost of Christmas 
Present.” 

Too astonished to speak, Scrooge 
scrutinized the girl. Tall and willowy, 
she boasted long blonde hair that tum- 
bled past bright blue eyes and a Cupid’s 
mouth to rest on shoulders as graceful 


as an angel’s. Beneath her dress of 
white lace, gathered at the waist by a 
green silk cord, her body flowed in a 
harmony of curves and dips and valleys. 

Scrooge peered closer still: pink nip- 
ples poked back at him through the thin, 
lacy fabric, while below, a lush bush 
rumpled the lace into a hill made for 
climbing. 

“You don’t look like a Ghost,” he 
muttered. 

“And what, pray, does a Ghost look 
like?” The Spirit tugged at the cord 
around her waist, allowing her dress to 
fall open. “You might say that some of 
us are less disembodied than others,” 
she laughed. 

Beside himself with enchantment, 
Scrooge leaned up to palm a breast. 


“No, no, Scroogie,” the Ghost 
clucked, closing her dress. “No Christ- 
mas presents for you. I hear that you’ve 
been a very bad boy.” 

Scrooge’s head fell back on his pil- 
low. “What do you want with me?” 

“To show you what you have been 
missing. ” 

With that, the vivacious Ghost took 
Scrooge’s hand in her own. Out they 
flew through the window and over the 
city of London, until they passed above 
a fine town house near the Thames. 
There, Scrooge and the Ghost de- 
scended, entering a second-floor room. 

In that room, a giant Christmas tree 
glittered with shiny globes and silver 
foil, while in the hearth a fire sang its 
happy song. What caught Scrooge’s 
eye, however, was the astounding tab- 
leau beneath the tree: a young man and 
two women cavorting, each dressed in 
cherry-red Christmas caps and nothing 
more, the man pushing his penis into one 
woman and his: tongue into the other 
while the two women kissed wetly, rub- 
bing each other’s breasts with eager 
hands. 

“Why, that man is my nephew!” 
cried Scrooge. “The randy goat!” 

Giggling, the Ghost reached down 
and tweaked Scrooge’s cock beneath his 
nightshirt. “Looks like fun, doesn’t it?” 

A long-forgotten warmth tingled 
through Scrooge’s groin. 

“Yes, it does,” he whispered. 

The Ghost laughed a golden laugh. 
“Of course it does! And why then, 
dear Scroogie, do you deny yourself 
this?” 

That said, she again clasped his hand. 
Up they soared over the London 
rooftops, settling this time in a poorer 
part of town, before a doorway fes- 
tooned with a Christmas wreath. 

“I know this door,” said Scrooge. 
“This is Cratchit’s home.” 

And into that home they walked, 
through a living room resplendent with 
a Christmas tree that sported every sort 
of ornament, from miniature wooden 
rocking horses to clove-studded apples, 


past a small bedroom where Tiny Tim 


slept, his little crutch beside him, and 
into a third room where, to Scrooge’s 
embarrassed delight, Bob Cratchit was 
proving himself to be not at all the timid 
clerk that Scrooge knew, but a veritable 
lion in love, plunging with consummate 
skill between the thighs of his plump 
wife while cupping her left breast in one 
hand and her right cheek in the other 
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and saying over and over, “There, there, 
my dear, there’s another sweet Christ- 
mas treat for you.” 

“Looks wonderful, doesn’t it?” asked 
the grinning Ghost. | 

“Truly it does,” answered Scrooge. 

The Ghost moistened a finger and 
slipped it into Scrooge’s ear, sending 
sparks up and down his spine. “Scroogie, 
Scroogie,” she crooned, “why then do 
you deny yourself this?” 

“Tt is too late for me,” Scrooge sighed. 
“T am old and gray. There is no one for 
me now.” 

“But there is,” insisted the Ghost, 
taking his hand one last time. 

The chimneys of London flashed by 
until the pair descended into a corner 
room of a well-kept boarding house. 
There, a young woman sat crying at a 
desk, a sheet of paper before her. As 
Scrooge drew closer, he saw that he 
knew her, and yet did not: for she was 
nearly a twin to his lost love, Mary. 


“Yes,” said the Ghost. “She is Ada, — 


daughter of poor Mary.” 

“Why does she cry so?” 

“Go and see.” 

Scrooge peered over the girl’s shoul- 
der at the paper on the desk. In blue ink 
splattered by falling tear drops, he read: 
“Dear Lord and dear Mother, forgive 


me. For a year I have been alone, until 


I can no longer bear it. More than > 


death, I fear the bitterness that has 
begun to creep into my heart. If to take 
my life is a sin—” 

And there the girl had paused, her 
body wracked by sobs. 

“No, no!” shouted Scrooge. “You 
cannot die! You must not die!” 

The Ghost laid a hand on his shoul- 
der. “Now you see what a lack of love 
and sex can bring.” 

Before Scrooge could reply, a black- 
ness settled upon him. Now he awoke, 
not at home, but on a hill dotted with 
gravestones and crosses. 

A cackle sounded behind him. 

His heart pounding, Scrooge turned 
to see a ruined, naked crone, her spindly 
body covered with sores. 

An uncertain horror thrilled him. 
“Am I in the presence of the Ghost of 
Christmas Yet to Come?” he asked. 
The Spirit spoke not, but only pointed 

- down with a bony finger. 

Before Scrooge’s feet, the earth 
parted, foaming to either side to reveal 
a coffin. The coffin lid groaned open, 
and there, laid out in rotting white lace, 
lay Ada’s moldering body. 
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“Spirit, say it is not so!” cried 
Scrooge. 

The Ghost spoke not, but pointed 
down again. And again the earth 
foamed, revealing a second coffin. And 
in that coffin lay the body of Scrooge 
himself, his cock and balls ravished by 
worms. 

With a shriek, Scrooge hurled him- 
self at the crone’s feet. “Say it is not 
so!” he cried. “I’m not the man I was. 
I’m not the man I was.” 


“T’m not the man I was!” shouted 


Scrooge, suddenly awakening in his own 


ste 


Bu 


Cratchit was proving 
himself to 
be not at all the 
timid clerk 
that Scrooge knew, 
but a veritable 
lion in love” 


ie 


familiar bedchamber, his body strug- 
gling frantically to free itself from a 
tangle of bedclothes. 

Yes! He was alive! And it was 
Christmas morning! And, wonder of 
wonders, time ‘stretched before him. 
There was still time to make amends! 

Scrooge hooted for joy and leapt 
from his bed. He tore off his nightshirt 
and capered before his wall mirror, 
admiring his body, unblemished by 
worms, and his cock, still whole. He 
rubbed that cock with an adolescent’s 
glee, until it stuck out strong and bright 
and red as a flagpole! 

Someone knocked on his bedroom 
door. “Come in, come in,” he sang out 
with delight, uncaring about his lack of 
clothing. 


And who should enter but his maid, 
Mrs. Falloway, carrying a tray laden 
with his customary breakfast of porridge 
and tea. Spying old Scrooge with his 
cock at full mast, the dear old woman 
howled and dropped the tray with a 
crash. 

“Never mind,” shouted Scrooge, skip- 
ping toward her. “Never mind. It’s a 
fine old cock | have, don’t you think>” 

Before Scrooge could reach her, Mrs. 
Falloway had fainted dead away. 

“Oh, dear,” said Scrooge, shaking 
with laughter. “It’s really not all that 
impressive!” 3 

Hurrying, Scrooge dressed into his 
very best and rushed down the stairs. 
Out into the street he ran. “Merry Christ- 
mas!” he called to all he saw, taking 
care to steal a Christmas kiss from every 
pretty girl (“Delightful girls!”) he chanced 
across. 

On and on he dashed, his breath 
coming in great ragged bursts, until he 
reached the house where he’d first seen 
Ada. He bounded up its steps, smashed 
through its front door and charged into 
her room. 

Horrors! The girl lay naked on the 


floor, her body bhie and, Scrooge felt, 


cold as ice. 

Only one thing to do, and Scrooge 
did it gladly. Tearing off his clothes, 
he gathered the girl to himself, enfolding 
her with his limbs. He felt his cock grow 
hard. He reached into Ada’s bush and, 
parting her lips, inserted his cock within 
her cold flesh. 

Recalling the ancient rhythm, he gen- 
tly rocked back and forth, allowing the 
warmth of his body (for he was a new 
man, and now his body was warm, not 
cold!) to pass into the dying girl. On 
and on he rocked, until he heard a moan 
beneath him, then felt a flutter of eye- 
lashes against his chest. And then—the 
marvel of it!—Ada opened her eyes 
and smiled, and began to match his 
rhythm, her legs wrapping around his, 
her arms clasping his, her lips meeting 
his, until they fucked as no couple has 
ever fucked before or since, into the 
bright and happy future. 

From that Christmas on, Scrooge 
was not only as good a friend, master 
and man as the good old world ever 
knew, but as good a lover too. And 
may this Christmas, and all those yet to 
come, be as full of love and sex and joy 
for you, dear Reader, as they have 


been for good old Scrooge! — Charles 
Dickens 
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ive him a big dick.” 

“Dan!” said his wife, outraged. 

“Don't ‘Dan’ me. My son is going to have a big dick 
and that’s that.” Dan Miller leaned across the desk and spoke 
in the firm, steady voice of a man used to getting his way. “I’m 
not looking to break any laws here. Just see what you can do, 
all right?” 

“Exceptions are sometimes made,” answered the woman 
seated behind the desk. Dr. Braun was a small woman from 
one of the Pacific islands. She'd rolled the sleeves of her white 
lab coat up to her elbows. Her skin was light brown; her 
hairless arms looked strong. “But those exceptions are almost 
always for reasons of research,” she added. 

Miller's weight shifted optimistically. “Research?” 

“Are you out of your mind?” Lucy Miller said angrily to her 
husband. “If you think I’m going to let you turn our son into a 
guinea pig—” 

“Relax, | was just curious.” Miller patted his wife on the 


DAN, JR. 


Mr. Miller had the typical 
parental desire to see his son grow up with better 


than his lineage suggested 


knee. ‘No one’s going to turn our son into anything.” Having 
calmed her down for the moment, he turned back to Dr. Braun. 

“You said something about research,” he began. 

“We're not at liberty to talk about that in detail, Mr. Miller.” 
The doctor turned to her computer. 

“Miller,” she said. “Daniel, Jr.” A chart filled the screen. 

She looked over at the couple. “Let’s go over your choices, 
shall we?” “Height, six feet—” 

“Six feet, two inches” interrupted Lucy Miller. 

“Yes, six feet, two inches,” said Dr. Braun flatly. “Weight, 
one hundred eighty pounds.” She raised her head to look at 
the Millers. “These figures are, of course, all in adulthood,” she 
said with a smile. : 

Dan Miller laughed out loud and looked over at his wife, who 
wasn't smiling a bit. “Of course,” he said. 


Lucy Miller sat in the back of the taxi, arms folded tightly across 
her chest. Two long minutes of silence had passed since she 
and her husband had gotten into the cab. When she finally 
spoke, It was in a peeved whisper. 

“The nerve of that little bitch, telling us that one hundred 
eighty pounds was an ‘adult’ weight.” 

“She was making a joke,” Miller said. 

It was no joke,” Lucy went on bitterly. “It was an insult. 
And it’s all your fault. Telling her to give the baby a 
big . . . Ooh, | couldn't believe it! I’ve never been 
SO embarrassed.” 

“Am | wrong for wanting something special 
for my son?” Dan asked. | 
“Something special, sure. That would be nice.” 
Lucy's voice had grown softer. “So why not make him 


The scientific method wouldn’t have anything do with the 
extraordinary, seductive genetic traits of this birth. 
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good at foreign languages?” 


“We did that,” Miller answered. “With | 


Susan. Paula got big hands, for the pi- 
ano. And Diane got small tits.” 

“Listen to you, the way you talk about 
your children.” 

“| happen to be very proud of my 


~ Children,” Miller said. “I just want them 


to have a couple of advantages. Be- 
sides,’ he added, “Diane's small tits 
were your idea.” 

“| gave my daughter small breasts,” 
Lucy said quietly, “because | wanted 
her to be a champion swimmer.” 

“Then why not webbed feet too?” her 
husband asked. | 
_ “Because I’m not the one who wants 
to raise freaks!” she retorted. ‘What is it 
with you anyway? All this business about 
giving the boy abig...” 

“Dick. Look at you, you can't even say 
the word.” 

“You're avoiding my question,” Lucy 
said. “Why do you want this child to 
have a big penis? It’s against the law, in 
case you'd forgotten.” 


“| haven't forgotten. A penis of longer » 


than five inches when erect is an offense 
against society and a crime against the 
state. We learn that stuff in grade school, 
for God’s sake. Come on, Lucy. Five 
inches, that’s all | ask. Why can’t my son 
have a five-inch dick?” 

The taxi pulled up to their house. Lucy 
slid a payment card into the slot in front 
of her. The door opened, and she fol- 
lowed her husband out of the cab. 

“Dan,” she said, “you know how kids 
are. They'll all have their tiny pee-pees, 
and then they'll look over at little Dan, Jr. 
with his five inches. They'll never let him 
live it down. Young boys can be very 
Cruel,” she said as they approached their 
front door. 

Dan punched in a code. “| want Dan, 
Jr. to be tough,” he said as the door 
opened. “If some kid tells him he doesn't 
like his big dick, | want him to be able to 
stand his ground.” 

“You mean kick the kid’s butt.” 

“| mean stand his ground. You said it 
yourself, kids can be cruel.” 

“Precisely. That's why he’s getting a 
three-inch penis, just like all the other 
boys.” Lucy Miller put her arms around 
her husband. “Be reasonable, Dan. 
They've had this size thing worked out 
for years. Can't you just live with it?” 

“| just think a bigger penis... you 
Know, looks better.” 

“Oh, gross,” Lucy said, pushing free 
of the embrace. Okay, enough talk about 
your son's .. . dick. Okay, | said it. Are 
you happy?” 

“Say it again,” Dan said. 

“Youre a pig,’ Lucy told him as she 
kissed him on the forehead. “And you’ve 
got a nice—” she grabbed his crotch— 


54 


he 
Norris Birth Center was an 
oddly shaped, 
somewhat oblong space, built to 
resemble a womb’ 


“small dick that | happen to love.” She 
rubbed the lump in Dan’s pants until it 
was hard as a rock and as long as her 
outstretched thumb. 


The lobby of the Norris Birth Center was 
an oddly shaped, somewhat oblong 
space, built to resemble a womb. By 
some ludicrous feat of engineering it had 
been encased in a viscous liquid, a kind 


-of man-made amniotic fluid. The room 


would shift, perceptibly, according to the 
balance of activity inside. 

“Damned place belongs in an amuse- 
ment park,” Miller said under his breath, 
stumbling as the room listed slightly to 
the right. The offices closed at five. That 
gave him fifteen minutes. He would talk 
to Dr. Braun about Dan, Jr.'s traits, ask 
her to call up his chart. Really drag it out. 
Then, at about two minutes before five, 
he would try to rush her into adding an 
inch or so to the boy's penis. It was his 
only shot. 

Lucy hadn't budged. She was just like 
the rest of them. He couldn't understand 
people. The legal limit for a penis was 
five inches, erect. But popular opinion 


ran against anything longer than three. 
On their sixteenth birthday, boys were 


_tested for strength, endurance, intellect 


and penis size. If, by some fluke, you 
ended up too long, you had to be short- 
ened—a routine surgical procedure. Or 
you could go to jail. Not many chose that 
option. Prison could be hell for a man 
with a big dick. 

When his name was called, he sprang 
to his feet and followed an aide to Dr. 
Braun's office. 

“Good to see you, Mr. Miller.” Dr. 
Braun said, extending a brown hand. 
She was a much older woman, her best 
features suggesting dignity rather than 
beauty, but Miller could imagine that she 
was once very attractive. “You're here 
to discuss Dan, Jr, | assume. You and 
Mrs. Miller are still planning to go through 
with the conception, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, of course. We incubate in two 
weeks.” 

“Is there something special we need 
to talk about?” she asked, glancing over 
at the clock on her desk. Dan looked at 
his own watch. It was almost five minutes 
to five. He had to act quickly. 

“Well, yes. It's about my son's, uh, 
penis.” 

“Yes, | remember. You wanted the 
maximum, | believe, but your wife—has 
she changed her mind?” 

“We've been talking.” 

“You understand, of course, that if 
we were to make any changes we would 
need both of your signatures. I’m sur- 
prised Mrs. Miller didn’t come down here 
with you.” 

“Fact is, she still isn't too keen on the 
idea.” 

“Well then I'm afraid...” 

“Look,” said Dan, “is it possible to 
look at his chart one more time?” 

Dr. Braun grew impatient. “Really, Mr. 
Miller, it’s five o'clock.” 

“One quick look,” Miller persisted. 

Dr. Braun smiled. “Mr. Miller,” she 
said calmly, “it’s important to you that 
your son has a big penis, isn't it?” 

“The rules say five inches, Dr. Braun. 
Let him have four. Lucy would never 
have to know. By the time his penis was 
that big, she’d have no business looking 
at it anyway.” 

“Well...” she began, looking down 
his long frame, her eyes stopping below 
his belt, “I suppose arrangements can 
be made.” 

“You mean research...” 

“Don't be coy, Mr. Miller. | think you 
Know what I’m talking about.” 

For a moment he tried to believe that 
her interest was only professional. But 
when she came out from behind the 
desk and started to unbutton her lab 
coat, Miller knew what she was after. 
He'd read about people like this. It was 
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quite a surprise. Dr. Braun hadn't seemed 
like the old-fashioned type. | 

“Just what did you have in mind?” he 
asked, vaguely aware that she had 
kicked off her shoes. 

“You're shy,’ she giggled, tossing 
aside her lab coat. “I like that.” 

“Look,” Miller said, flustered, “maybe 
we'd better just forget—" ss * 

“You mean you're going to pass up 
the chance to give your son a big dick? 
Boy, your own penis must be pretty awful 
for you to be making such a fuss.” She 
moved closer. “'l’'ll bet you've got a big, 
fat one.” 

“That's not true,” he said angrily. 

“| don't believe you. Let's see it.” 

Miller stood there, saying nothing. 

“Come on,” said Dr. Braun, closing 
the office door. “You don't have to worry.” 
She smiled. “I’m a doctor.” 

Dan shrugged, yanked his zipper 
down and hastily pulled his penis out into 
the open air. Dr. Braun wrapped a hand 
around the tiny shaft. 

“| stand corrected,” she said. ‘It Is 
small.” | 

“Do you... like it?” Miller asked. He 
told himself that it was all right, that he 
was doing this for Dan, Jr. But all he 
could feel was nausea, the surge of self 
doubt that immediately precedes any 
moment of judgment. And his dick was 
hard too. 

“I've seen smaller,” the doctor said, 
relaxing her grip on his penis. “But size 
isn't everything,’ she added as she be- 
gan to pump the hard little organ. 

She picked up the tempo, vigorously 
working Dan’s penis back and _ forth. 
“You're not one of those people who 
doesn't believe in sex, are you?” she 
asked, nuzzling his shoulder with her 
lios. Her tongue painted a wet streak up 
the side of his neck. 

“I’m a married man!” Dan protested 
as she undid his belt. 

“We don’t need your wife’s signature 
for this,” said Doctor Braun, hastily pull- 
ing off the rest of her clothes. “She'll 
never have to know. Besides, I’m not 


asking you to like it. Think of it as an 


investment in your son’s future. In the 
future of the entire Miller family.” 

The doctor heloed Dan undress, then 
took his hand and led him to her desk. 
She leaned back against it, pulled him 
down onto her and guided his little dick 
into her vagina. He pumped once, and 
on the backstroke popped out of her like 
a cork. She grabbed him from behind 
and inserted his penis again, this time 
holding it tight inside her. 

Miller didn’t dislike sex the way a lot 
of people did. He just couldn't under- 
stand why anyone would bother with it 
unless they absolutely had to. The sweat- 
ing, the noises, the whole madness of 
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shrugged, yanked his zipper 


down and hastily 
pulled his penis out into the 
open air’ 


attaching yourself to someone else's body 
and thrashing around with abandon... 
Dr. Braun herself was in a frenzy, rocking 
back and forth on his erection, her eyes 
clenched tight, bits of words spilling out 
of her open mouth. There was no deny- 
ing it, she certainly loved a penis. 

At first she controlled things com- 
pletely, pulling him to her again and 
again. But soon Miller found himself meet- 
ing her uoward thrusts with strong strokes 
of his own. His guilt faded as the moist 
heat of Dr. Braun’s sex enveloped his 
little penis and raced through the rest of 
his body. He didn't think of Lucy or, for 
that matter, Dan, Jr. He felt more like an 
explorer who comes upon a village of 
barbarians and is invited to take part in 
a primitive ritual. 

Miller pumped harder and faster. He 
lowered his mouth onto one of the doc- 
tor’s breasts and sucked the firm nipple 
into his mouth. Sliding his hands under 
her buttocks, he took hold of the sweaty 
flesh and rammed into her with every- 
thing he had. 

“Yes, yes!” she cried out, grinding 
up against him until his pelvic bone was 


raw. All at once she stiffened with a 
shudder and then stopped moving. Dan 
panicked for a second until he realized 
what had happened. Then he was sur- 
orised—surprised at his own disappoint- 
ment that it had happened so soon. He 
was also confused; he had no idea what 
to do when a woman had an orgasm. 
For all he knew, he didn't have to do a 
thing. Finally, after a few uneasy mo- 
ments, he pulled out of her and got up 
off the desk. He stood there naked, his 
wet penis glistening in the light. It was 
still hard. 

Dr. Braun pulled a couple of treated 
cloths from a desk drawer and handed 
one to Dan. The two cleaned themselves, 
then dressed in silence. Dan's erection 
was still throbbing. 

She was the first to speak. “That wasn't 
so bad, was it?” she said as she pow- 
ered up her computer. “Now then, four 
inches, wasn't it?” 

Miller didn't hear her. He was strug- 
gling to get his zipper up past his hard 
penis. 

“Mr. Miller,” Dr. Braun said curtly, “can 
we please get on with this? I'd like to get 
home to my family.” 

“It's still hard,” he said. There was a 
tone of amazement in his voice. 

“Be patient,” the doctor said, not look- 
ing at him. “It'll go down.” 

“It hurts,” said Miller, his penis pound- 
ing within the confines of his pants. 

“Ask your wife to take care of it for you 
when you get home,’ she answered 
coldly. 

“You don’t know Lucy,” Miller said. 
“Anyway, he added, shyly, “I'd rather 
you did it.” 

Dr. Braun turned to face him. Her 
eyebrows were raised in disbelief, but 
he could see the hint of a smile on her 
face. He walked over to her side of the 
desk, bent down and ran his tongue 
along the rim of her ear. “What do you 
say, doctor?” he whispered. ‘Dan, Jr.'s 
got four inches now. Let's go for five.” 

“My husband is expecting me,” she 
said weakly. 

“You're already late,” he replied, gen- 
tly stroking one of her breasts through 
her blouse. The nipple was hard as a 
pearl. 

“He'll ask where I've been,” she said. 
A soft, short moan escaped her lips as 
Miller’s hand found the warmth between 
her legs. 

“Tell him you had to work late. Tell 
him you were doing something good for 
a youngster, maybe for a lot of young- 
sters. Tell him—” 

“Oh, be quiet!” Dr. Braun said, quickly 
tearing off her clothes. “Five inches, that's 
all.” 

“Lucy will never have to know,’ Miller 
said. And she never did. 
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Every girl dreams of being a 
centerfold, and every guy 


dreams of talking to a center- 
fold girl. : : 


- You'll be surprised how warm 
and friendly .these beautiful 
girls really are. 


7 Call now and talk live to a 
dream girl. A beautiful dream 
girl is waiting to talk to you! 


Samantha’s girls 


Suzetie’s girls 


For Live Talk 
IN SPANISH 


(THAT’S 1-900-246-8482) 


Minimum 10 minute call just $2.50 a minute. 
Adults over 21 only please. 


Southern Belle 
| Helps Young Cadet Make 
Love, Not War 
My name is Thomas, and I’m 
a mechanical engineer with a 
cock that’s six inches when 
flaccid. I’m in the process of 
getting a degree at an» 
all-male military college. 
Since it is an all-male school, 
the female action is slow, so 
we really have to rely on our 
weekends to get what we 
Cab | 

My experience began two 
weeks ago when! gota - 
phone call from a young lady 
who had seen me at a formal 
dance two months prior. 
Apparently she was im- 
pressed, as she had 
acquired my name and 
phone number from a fellow 
cadet. She seized the 
opportunity to invite me toa 
dinner party at her school. | 
didn't realize she wanted me 
to be her main course. 

| arrived at her apartment 
late, thanks to car trouble. 
When she came to the door, 
| could tell by the way her 
nipples pierced her tight 
sweater that she was more 
than happy to see me. My 
soldier of love popped to 
attention. Her name was 
Noreen, and she had bright 
blue eyes, perfect tits anda 
firmly shaped ass. 

_ Noreen explained that it 
was too late to attend the 
dinner party, and that | would 
have to settle for an evening 
at her apartment. We spent a 
few hours drinking, talking 
and listening to music. Then 
she asked me to slow dance. 
Although I’m not much of a 
slow dancer, we danced for 
a long time, finally ending up 
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in her bedroom. Once inside, 


| our lips met in a passionate 


kiss. | could feel Noreen 
grinding her pelvis against 
my throbbing penis. Seeing 
her king-size bed behind her, 
| fell back on top of her onto 
the bed. | proceeded to pull 
off her tight jeans and bikini 
underwear, exposing her 
more-than-ready tunnel of © 
love, sata 

_ She reached for my crotch, 
felt my raging member and 
began to take my clothes off. 
She gave me a look of delight 
when she saw my purple- 
helmeted warrior dripping 
with semen. In her soft 
southern accent,.she whis- 
pered, “Let’s do it.” 

_ With that, she got on all 
fours and | thrusted my hot 
sword into her beckoning 
box. As | increased the tempo 
of my beef, she screamed, 
“Pound me! Pound me!” 

| followed her orders, 
feeling my balls slapping 
against her ass. She let out a 
loud gasp as she shattered 
into an orgasm. | pulled my 
cock out and she rolled over 
to suck her juices off me. She 
took my hot cock all the way 
down her throat and moved 
her head up and down. | had 
never been deep-throated 
before, and after about five 
minutes | was ready to 
explode. | pulled out and shot 
on her tits. She smeared my 
come all over her chest. Just 
the sight of this made my 
member come back to life. 

_ | suggested that we move 
Our activities to the bathroom. 
We took a bath together and 
drank wine. | told her to sit on 
the edge of the tub and relax. 
| spread her legs so that | 


could bury my face between 
her legs. She moaned with 
delight as | darted my tongue 
inside her. Her back arched, 
and she started to grind her 
mound into my face. She 
screamed, “I’m coming! |’m 
coming! Please don't stop!” 

After another five minutes 
of this, she told me it was my 
turn to relax, and she wanted 
to know what she could do for 
me. “You can suck my dick,” 
| told her. She went right to 
work on my dong. She wasn’t 
at it for more than two minutes 
when | was ready to blow my 
load again, but this time | 
wanted to let loose inside of 
her. | told her to sit on the 
sink. With a smile, she moved 
out of the tub. | was right » 
behind her. After she was in - 
place, | moved in front of her 
and put my stiff cock into her 
juicy crack. | pushed my meat 
all the way inside her and 
fucked her until she came. 

| couldn't hold back 
another minute, and | let all 
my jism into her gaping 
pussy. She grabbed my back 
as we climaxed together. 

We went back to her 
bedroom and fell asleep 
together. The next morning 
we made love again. | went 
back to my barracks more 
than satisfied until the next 
time | would see my southern 
belle. —Name and address 
withheld 
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Birthday Blues Fade Away 
When Stranger Lets 

Her Blow Out His Candle 
On the eve of my birthday, | 
decided to go out for a drink 
to celebrate the occasion. 
The bar was doing its usual 
business for a weeknight, full 


You can't beat 
the excitement of 
an unplanned 
encounter ...a 
spontaneous 
session can 

be simply superb 
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An Electrifying 
Development 

An unsettling report in 
New Scientist tells of a 
high-tech contraceptive 
contrivance for dealing 
death to sperm by 
electrocution. “The device 
... consists of a [plastic] 
battery ... and two 
electrodes,’ we are in- 
formed. Less than a half 
inch in size, the battery, 
after being anchored in 
the cervix, generates a 
fifty-microamp current 


through seminal fluid and 
cervical mucus, thereby 
Zapping any and all soerm 
before they can swim 
through the cervix and 
fertilize the ovum. Tests in 
baboons have been highly 
successful, asserts re- 
searchers at the Women's 
Medical Pavilion in New 
York who developed the 
novel device. 

“| think this is the best 
thing ever to happen to 
women,’ says Steven 
Kaali, the Pavilion’s medi- 
cal director. Although 
confident that the device 
is safe and reliable, he 
notes that years of testing 
will be necessary before 
the device is marketed. 

One big question, we 
hasten to add, is how men 
are going to regard the 
potential danger of their 
cocks becoming electrical 
shock absorbers!G< 
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of familiar faces. Then he 
came in and sat down beside 
me. | had never seen him 
before, and thought he was 
very good-looking, with dark 
hair and eyes, a good 
muscular build and a nice, 
tight ass. 

So the conversation be- 
gan. We talked for several 
hours. Sensing the evening 
coming to a close, and not 
wanting it to, | jokingly asked, 
“Your place or mine?” 
~ He said, “Your place.” 

| just about choked on my 
drink. | don’t usually pick up 
guys at bars, but it was my 
birthday and | thought, What 
the hell. : 

Arriving at my home, | 
showed him around, then had 
to excuse myself to use the 
bathroom. Upon my return, 
he pulled me into his arms 
and kissed me tenderly, his 
tongue exploring my mouth. 
could feel myself melt. | 
asked him if he would like to 
see the rest of the house, 
preferably the bedroom. He 
told me to show him the way. 

After setting the mood with 
dim lights and soft music, 
things started to get hot. 

Pulling me with his strong 
arms, he softly kissed my lips. 
Slowly, he unbuttoned my 
blouse and removed my bra, 
then lowered his head to suck 
and nibble on my aching 
nipples. Pulling me onto the 
bed, he removed my jeans 
and panties with experienced 
hands. He caressed my 
thighs, his mouth finding its 
way to my dripping cunt. 
Parting my lips with his 
tongue, he began to lick my 
clit with an upward motion. 
Sweet torture are the only 
words to describe what this 
man was doing to me. 

After regaining my compo- 
sure and removing his 
clothes, | told him to lay back 
and relax. It was my turn to 
give pleasure. 

| began by softly kissing 
his lios, gently nibbling and 
sucking on his earlobes, and 
caressing his soft, furry chest. 
Moving lower, | stroked his 


firm belly, avoiding his penis 
for the moment. Parting his 
legs, | rubbed his thighs 
gently, kissing his balls till my 
mouth found its way to his 
penis, which proved to be a 
beautiful sight. 

Taking his hot prick into 
my hands, | stroked him up 
and down. | lowered my 
mouth to his head, circling it 
with my tongue. | used one 
hand to caress his balls while 
| continued sucking. His hips 
began to circle and grind 
against my face. Harder and 
harder, | pumped and sucked 
as | took him deep into my 
throat, until he exploded. 

| sucked every drop from 
him, then licked his prick dry. 
He tasted so good! He told 
me it had been a long time 
since he had gotten off that 
way. | was only glad to have 
obliged. 

When he was hard again, 
he rolled me onto my back 
and rubbed my clit with his 
penis. Holding my legs high, 
he plunged into my hole all 
the way, only to begin 
pumping slowly to prolong 
the pleasure. The feeling was 
like entering sheer paradise! 
Then, dropping my legs over 
his shoulders, he began to 
pick up the tempo, giving me 
all he had. Pumping harder 
and harder, his balls slapped 
against my bare ass until he 
exploded deep within me. 

Content, with the biggest 
smile on my face, he pulled 
me into his arms and kissed 
me warmly. 

This man was not only an 
experienced lover, which 
none have compared to 
since, but also a gentleman, 
concerned not only with his 
own pleasure but his 
partner's as well.—L.M., 
Denver, Colorado 


Surprise Shower Drums Up 
Storm of Passion in 
Backseat of Police Cruiser 

| knew Angelo was a horny 
stud who liked to screw in the 
most unlikely places, but the 
one he came up with recently 
may be an all-time first. 


We had gone to visit some 
friends on a farm about thirty 
miles outside of town, and ~ 
spent a mellow, enjoyable 
evening. As we started 
driving home down the 
country roads, it started 
drizzling. | snuggled against 
him and started rubbing his 
thighs, just to give him a taste 
of what was waiting for him 
when we got back to his 
place. We had only been on 
the road a few minutes when 
the gentle rain turned into a 
serious thunderstorm. | 
stopped my caresses so he 
could concentrate on his 
driving, even though I've 
always had a warm spot in 
my panties for the excitement 
of thunder and lightning. 

Just then some idiot ran a 
stop sign at one of the 
crossroads and slammed into 
us. Fortunately, nobody was 
hurt, but both cars were a 
mess. Angelo was furious as 
he looked at his damaged 


- Camaro. | had to forcibly 


restrain him from dragging 
the obviously terrified young 
man out of his car and 
clobbering him right there in 
the pouring rain. 

Fortunately, a state trooper 
got there in a matter of 
minutes— probably called by 
somebody who lived in the 
area and had heard the 
collision. The trooper, after 
making sure nobody was hurt 
and that neither driver had 
been drinking, was very 
considerate. He suggested 
that | get in the back of his 
patrol car and try to cool 
Angelo off while he called for 
a tow truck, set up flares and 
stood by to direct traffic. That 
sounded good to me, as | 
was drenched and Angelo 
was still seriously considering ; 
going after the other driver. 

The trooper let us into his 
car, called for a couple of tow 
trucks and left. Angelo sat 
there staring out the window 
at his wrecked wheels. To try 
to distract him, | ran my 
fingers through his hair and 
tried my best to console him. 
“There was nothing you 
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could do about it,” | told him. 
“The insurance company will 
fix it. Try to think of something 
else before you blow your 
stack —and get arrested.” 

He turned to look at me 
and said, “! guess you're 
right.” Just then there was a 
flash of lightning and | saw his 
eyes widen. It didn’t take me 
long to realize what he had 
noticed. | wasn’t wearing a 
| Jacket, and | never wear a 
bra, so my blouse was tightly 
plastered against my small 
but firm tits. My nipples were 
plainly visible. 

“Angelo, this is a cop’s 
car,” | reminded him. 
“There’s a cop out there, not 
thirty feet away.” 

Angelo had a barrage of 
answers ready as he began 
squeezing my knockers and 
rolling my nipples between 
his fingertips. “The trooper’s 
too busy,” he said. “He 
couldn't see through this rain 
and, besides, the windows 
are fogged, babe.” 

Everything he said was 
true, of course, and once the 
idea had sunk in | had to 
admit it made my cunt quiver. 
Between what was going on 
outside—with the rain, thun- 
der and lightening—and the 
excitement of the risk of being 
in the back of a patrol car, | 
wanted it as much as Angelo 
did. 

He wasted no time getting 
my shirt off while my hands 
worked feverishly to free his 
bulging cock from his pants. 
He was sucking my nipples 
like a madman as | pulled 
down his jeans. | started 
stroking his pole and felt him 
expertly attacking my belt 
buckle. 

Lightning flashed across 
the sky as | leaned back. | 
watched it through the fog on 
the windshield while waiting 
for Angelo to deliver his 
goods into my wide-open 
snatch. | didn't have to wait 
long. 

He rammed it in me and | 
heard myself gasp with 
delight. | centered my ass on 
the warm leather of the seat 
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to give him maximum room 
to work, and then started 
rising to meet his thrusts. | 
could feel his sharp breath 
on my neck as we began to 
pound away at each other. | 
swear there was a crack of 
thunder just as my excitement 
exploded into orgasm. | felt 
Angelo’s hot jism spurting up 
into me. Despite the risk, we 
lay like that for a moment, 
savoring the afterglow of our 
shortest, most intense fuck 
ever. 

The tow trucks got there 
just as we finished getting 
dressed. As the trooper came 
over to get us, he was 
smiling. While we walked 
back toward the wreck with 
him, he said, “From the way 
that cruiser was shaking a 
few moments ago, the wind 
must have been stronger than 
| thought.” 

Angelo just laughed and 
said “Well, you know how 
storms are. They'll surprise 
you sometimes.” —Name and 
address withheld 


His Urge for a Threesome 
Drives His Wife Avay 
Some time ago | was doing 
construction work and had to 
go out of town for a month. 
When | came home my wife, 
Debra, told me that while | 
was away her sister had 
come over with her boyfriend 
and a friend of his. They 
started drinking, and she said 
she had gotten drunk and 
had let the friend make love 
to her. She expected me to 
be furious with her over this 
but, to her surprise, and also 
my surprise, the thought of 
my lovely little wife taking 
another man’s cock actually 
made me hot. | stood there 
listening to her with a raging 
hard-on. 

| swept her off her feet and 
carried her to bed, telling her 
| wanted to hear every detail 
of what they did. She said she 
would tell me if | promised not 
to be angry with her. | did. 
She proceeded to tell me how 
another man had kissed, 
sucked, licked and fucked 


her in every way, and made 
her come so much she was 
shaking, screaming. This 
made me so hot we licked, 
sucked and fucked for hours. 

Well, that’s when my 
problems started. That was 
over six years ago, you see, 
and since then I’ve become 
obsessed with the thought of 
her being fucked by another 
man. Just about every time 
we made love | would ask her 
to fantasize about it. She went 
along with this for awhile, but 
then would get mad if | 
mentioned it. Finally, for 
months, | tried to talk her into 
swinging or having a 
three-way, letting me see her 
go wild with another man. It’s 
not that | don’t love my wife, 
it's just that the thought of her 
taking another man makes 
me really horny. 

| just couldn't stop these 
feelings, so it got to the point 
where | was asking her and 
even begging her to fuck 
someone else. She has left 
me. Now | find myself still 
being turned on by the 
thought of my woman taking 
another man, or me taking 
another man’s wife. I’m afraid 
to tell my new girlfriend this, 
for fear that she won't 
approve. Some day | hope | 
will find a girl that, even if she 
doesn't want another man, 
will still do it only for my 
excitement. 

| really wish it could be with 
my wife, but if not, | hope | 
can find a nice, little woman 
who will stay with me and 
enjoy this every once in a 
while. | wonder how many 
men feel this way in their 
sexual thoughts. —Name and 
address withheld 


Seasonal Help Helps Season 
a Hurting Sex Life 

Frank is about five feet eleven 
inches tall, has dirty blond 
hair, weighs about one 
hundred and eighty pounds 
and has bulging muscles that 
make my quim quiver. | am 
five feet eight inches tall, have 
red-blonde hair, a 36D-28-37 
figure and | have a mouth that 
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From the standpoint of 
human evolution, con- 
tends Michael Hutchison 
in his seminal—and con- 
troversial—new work, The 
Anatomy of Sex and 
Power, male orgasms are 
more important than 
female orgasms. “Most 
students of evolution 
agree, Hutchison says, 
“that female orgasm is not 
an essential part of 
reproduction. In fact, there 


is no evidence that 
orgasmic women have 
any breeding advantage 
over nonorgasmic .” 

To support this hypothe- 
sis, he cites the consen- 
sus among evolutionary 
biologists that the male 
orgasm Is a “highly 
adaptive, naturally se- 
lected capacity.” In this 
regard, he quotes zoolo- 
gist David Barash: “Vagi- 
nal fluid is acidic, 
potentially lethal to soerm; 
male ejaculate therefore 
compensates by being 
appropriately alkaline.” Ba- 
rash also notes that the 
orgasms of human males 
and those of other : 
mammalian males are 
essentially the same, 
whereas there’s no “com- 
pelling evidence” for a 
female orgasm in any 
species but ours. Dr. 
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butes her aia that 


thefemaleorgasm =v 
> obably doesnt occur ” 

. among most 
mammals.’ _ 
| Alot which leads 
L Hutchison to lay out the 
| theory that the ability of 
female Homo sapiens to 
attain orgasm is an “ 
‘artifact,’ arising out of the 
fact that in evolution males 
| and females will maintain 
physiological similarities 
unless there is an 


important reason for them 
to develop differences.” 

_ Hutchison notes in this 
connection that the nip- 
_ ples on males are also 
artifacts. Perceiving no © 
evolutionary purpose in 
the erotic pleasure that 
many men derive from | 


their nipples, he avouches- 


that the same must be 


said—and has been said © 
‘by some anthropologists— - 


about the pleasure af- 
forded to women by their 
clitorides. And this he 

| regards as more evidence 
_ of the irrevelance of i 
female orgasms. ts 
_ Dr. Kaplan sums it up 
when she states that — 
female orgasm, from an 


oe viewpoint, is 


a oe 
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never quits! 

Back in October | was 
stationed at an air force base 
in England. The air mail 
terminal had requested 
seasonal help for the 
Christmas mail rush, so | 
went. 

It turned out | was the only 
female to go. | was delighted 
at the prospects of the 
Situation. 

One guy who thought he 
was God's gift to women. His 
name was Paul. This guy 
harassed me to no end. 

On the way back to the 
hotel one evening after work, 
Paul started in with me, 
calling me a virgin and such. 
Then Frank, Paul’s roommate, 
began bugging me too. After 
bantering back and forth for 
ten minutes or so, Frank said, 
“You probably don’t even 
know how to suck cock.” | 
said, “Try me.” That shut 
everyone up! 

| went to bed alone that 
night, feeling glum about the 
sexual prospects of the duty. 
| would like to add that | was 
engaged to a wonderful man 
named Al. At that time, he 
was stationed in another 
country. We later split up. 

It was about midnight 
when there was a knock at 
my door. | awoke, thinking | 
had overslept, and asked 
who it was. The reply was, 
“It's Frank.” 

“What do you want?” | 
asked, after seeing how late 
it was. 

“To talk.” Frank said. 

| let him in. He was as 
nervous as a puppy away 
from its mother. He beat 
around the bush for a white 
and finally asked how serious 
| was about my invitation. | 
told him to drop his drawers, 
and he practically died on the 
spot. With his mouth agape, 
he did as instructed. 

He had a magnificent 
cock. Just the type you can’t 
wait to get your mouth on. 
When | dropped to my knees, 
totally naked, to savor his 
beautiful dick, we both 
moaned with delight. 


| slowly licked up and 
down Frank's throbbing shaft. 
His cock pulsed with every 
breath | took. It wasn’t long 
before | had his precious 
liquid deep in my throat. | 
savored every drop. 

Upon his recovery we went 
into a 69. He had a tongue 
that could make an ice cube 
melt. | was steamy and wet, 
and welcomed his insistent 
mouth. An orgasm ripped 
through me in no time. 

That was the beginning of 
a romance that was so 
wonderful and vivid | will 
never forget it. | got so much 
pleasure from sucking Frank’s 
cock, that | did it as soon as 
we got in the door after work. 

Frank and | are still in the 
service, married to different 
people, but we still remember 
our brief fling. 

Frank, if you’re reading 
this, come see my collection 
of vibrators and lingerie, and 
then let me suck your 
magnificent cock—just one 
more time. —Name and 
address withheld 


Hers Was a Tough Case 
to Crack, but He 
Got to the Bottom of It 
| am a loyal fan of your 
magazine, especially the 
letter sections. They have 
generated many hours of 
amusement and pleasure for 
me in the past. In fact, | 
usually read each letter 
several times. | am a sergeant 
in a small police department, 
and as such have quite a bit 
of time on my hands. During 
these times | open your 
magazines. Our collection of 
your magazines is extensive. 
Recently, our airport has 
been plagued by persons 
Stealing aviation fuel from 
parked aircraft. While sitting 
in my office, | overheard a 
woman telling our dispatcher 
that her airplane was the most 
recent victim. Since we have 
put in many man-hours doing 
surveillance, | figured | had 
better talk with this woman. | 
approached, and the dis- 
patcher introduced me to this 


attractive young lady. Her 
name was Nella. 

| was definitely taken 
aback by this red-haired 
beauty as soon as she was 
introduced to me. | found out 
she was twenty-nine years 
old and single. She was 
possibly the most beautiful 
woman | have ever had the 
pleasure of meeting. She 
stood about five-four and was 
very physically attractive. 
Even though she was 
wearing a loose sweatshirt 
and old, tight blue jeans, it 
was easy to see she was a 
lady of style. She was a fox. 

| asked her to come into 
my office to discuss her 
complaint more thoroughly. 
Once there, | locked the door 
so the patrolmen could not 
interrupt. She quickly related 
the information concerning 
her gasoline larceny. We 
easily established an excel- 
lent rapport. It was not long 
until we were joking with one 
another. 

She had become very 
relaxed and casual, and while 
speaking she crossed and 
uncrossed her beautifully 
shaped legs, almost on 
purpose, it seemed. She also 
had begun to lean forward 
occasionally, each time 
giving me longer to look into 
the billows of the loose 
sweatshirt at her healthy 
breasts. The skin around her 
shoulders and breasts was 
lightly sprinkled with freckles. 
Her nipples were fully erect. 
They were not as large as 
some | have seen, but 
perfectly ample. My quick, 
sidelong glances showed her 
that | approved of the show 
she was giving me. My cock 
began to bulge against my 
uniform pants. Her careless- 
ness became more and more 
frequent. It was all | could do 
to retain my professionalism. 

She told me that it was 
lucky that she discovered her 
gasoline missing or she might 
have had problems on 
takeoff. While talking, she 
placed one foot on the edge 
of my desk, revealing a 
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narrow tan line left by an 
ankle bracelet. She had 
slipped her shoes off while 
talking with me. Upon seeing 
those perfectly shaped, 
narrow toes and evenly 
manicured nails, | knew | had 
to make some kind of move. | 
brazenly advised her that | 
had a foot fetish and that she 
was driving me wild. She 
replied that | should see 
where that could lead me. 

| had heard enough. Her 
foot was still on the edge of 
my desk, and she had a sly 
twinkle in her eye.. | slowly 
reached out and ran my 
forefinger the length of her 
instep. She giggled like a 
teenager and told me it 
tickled. | took each foot and 
placed it on my desk, 
extending her legs. | had 
become so obsessed with 
the situation that | had lost all 
regard for my uniform, my 


| duties and my surroundings. 


| wondered what the other 
sergeants who shared my 
office would say. 

| was on my knees now, 
sucking her beautiful toes, 
lingering at each, absorbing 
all of this real-life fantasy. My 
hands were massaging her 
insteps, her heels, her ankles, 
then inside her legs to her 
calves. She told me she had 
never experienced anything 
so exciting. That really turned 
my crank. She had maneu- 
vered around to where her 
legs had straddled my 
shoulders, and she buried 
her boobs into my back in a 
complete bear hug. | was still 
marveling at her feet, but 
turned around to place my 
attentions elsewhere. She 
helped me remove her 
sweatshirt, revealing the 
breasts she had been 
taunting me with for the past 
minutes. It was amazing how 
her tan and freckles mingled. 

| slowly caressed each 
breast with my hands, giving 
her nipples the full attention - 
of my mouth and tongue. It 
was driving her wild. She was 
rhythmically moving her 
body, running her fingers 
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through my hair, flexing and 
unflexing her legs around my 
ribs. It was driving me crazy. 

By this time | could refrain 
no more. | moved my mouth 
between her breasts (already 
missing those rock-hard 
nipples), down her smooth, 
flat stomach to her navel. | 
lingered there while my finger 
fumbled with the top button 
of her jeans. She had begun 
to lightly move her fingernails 
up and down my back, ~ 
between my shoulder blades, 
and around my shoulders. | 
finally opened her jeans, and 
she raised her hips to allow 
me to pull them off. | found, 
to my total pleasure, that the 
lady wore no undergarments 
and that her pubic mound 
was covered with a thick 
bush the same color as her 
hair. Again the tan lines 
hinted at the pleasures 
onlookers had enjoyed while 
she had been sunbathing. | 
wanted to consume every 
part of her. | was hers. 

| began by sliding her hips 
further forward on the chair 
she sat in. Once she reached 
the proper position, | slowly 
began circling her pussy with 
my tongue. She continued 
her rhythmical movements, 
using her fingernails ever so 
gently while letting go soft, 
throaty moans. | began 
flicking my tongue in and out 
of her pussy, not yet reaching 
for the clitoris, only hinting at 
what was to come. | had 
begun using my hands to 
gently massage the outside 
of her thighs and buttocks. 
My uniform could hardly 
contain my cock! 

When | finally began to 
explore her clitoris with my 
tongue, her response told me 
| was doing it properly. She 
gave me a short, low moan 
while quickly and gently 
tugging my hair. | decided to 
give her the complete lesson. 
| continued to lick and 
massage her until her upper 
legs quivered and her moans 
became constant. At that 
point | jumped up and fought 
to get out of my clothes. My 


sudden movement startled 
her. 

She finally freed my cock 
and kept me standing while 
she went down to her knees. 
She lightly rubbed my cock, 
then my balls. She then licked 
the end of my cock. Suddenly 
she swallowed my entire six 
inches. She gave me the best 
head | have ever received. 
She alternated between 
sucking my balls and 
swallowing my cock. This 
lady knew what she was 
doing. She slid her hands up 
and down my legs, and up 
and down my ribs. | could 

“only lock my knees, close my 
eyes and enjoy. | found 
myself lightly outlining the 
shape of her ears with my 
fingers. 

Just as | was about to pop, 
| gently pulled her up and got 
her to sit on the edge of my 
desk. She spread her legs in 
anticipation and | drove my 
cock as deep into her as | 
could. We stayed that way, 
hugging each other tightly for 
a brief time. | enjoyed those 
boobs pressing against me, 
but | could not wait for the 
greater pleasures awaiting 
me in mere moments. 

| slowly began to move in 
and out of her, then back and 
forth. Whether it was sheer 
excitement or pleasure | really 
do not know, but her cunt was 
the most inviting | have ever 
encountered. She resumed 
lightly rubbing my back and 
shoulders with her fingers. | 
was So lost in the totally 
consuming pleasure that | 
came before | wanted to. She 
did not complain, though. 
Instead, she began bucking 
up and down, contracting her 
cunt on my cock, then 
releasing the pressure. She 
locked her thighs around me 
as she came and came and. 
came. She finally let out a 
slight shriek, then collapsed 
completely against me. Each 
of us had given all we had to 
give. 

We slowly put my office 
back together and slipped 
back into our clothes. | told 


“She finally let out 
dC slight shriek, 

then collapsed 
completely against 
me. Each of 

us had given all 
we had” 
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READING AROUND 


The Pregnant Male 
Medical history records 
only four authenticated 
cases of false pregnancy 
‘inmen, reports Richard 


Noll in his new paperback, 


Bizarre Diseases of the 
Mind, the most recent 


being that of a “forty-year- 


old black male” who was 
hospitalized due to his 
deep depression and 
delusions of persecution. 
Eight days later, the 


patient—whom Noll identi- 


fies simply as Ralph— 
“began to change.” 
Forgetting his paranoid 


fantasies, he now talked 


incessantly about impreg- 


nating his wife, declaring 
that he “wanted another 
baby.’ Then things really 
got weird. 

As originally described 
in a scientific journal in 
1984 by North Carolina 


psychiatrists Dwight Evans 


and Thomas Seely, 
Ralph's “abdomen be- 


came noticeably protuber- 


ant.” He began suffering 
severe morning sickness. 


Fortunately, when Raloh 


eventually realized the 
impossibility of his being 
pregnant, his amazing 

symptoms disappeared. 
Doctors, though, found 

nothing physiological to 
account for Ralph's swol- 
len belly. “The true cause 
...femains a mystery, ” 
Noll remarks. Bx 
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her that hers was the most 
wonderful case | had ever 
worked on. She thanked me, 
then slyly asked if | worked all 
cases this way. | assured her 
that hers was indeed special, 
and it would require many 
and frequent follow-up investi- 
gations by me. 

She replied by saying she 
would try to do her best to 
cooperate with the law in any 
way she could, adding that 
she would welcome my 
prematurely graying, unin- 
formed presence any old 
time. | then led her out of my 
office, and we tried to be 
nonchalant for the dis- 
patcher.—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


When It Comes to Coming, 
There’s No Place Like Home 
I've been an avid reader of 
your magazine for a long 
while. | thought it was time | 
added a little story of my own. 
I'm six feet four inches tall and 
one hundred and ninety-five 
pounds. I’m a Vietnam 
veteran, have been married 
and divorced and have a 
nine-year-old daughter. I’ve 
also been in prison for two 
years. 

You're probably thinking | 
sound like a pretty radical 
guy. I’ve been to bed with 
women from all over the 
world, having been in 
Germany, Sweden, Vietnam 
and many other countries. 
But to tell you the truth, the 
best lay | ever had was with 
a woman right here in the 
States. | was invited to attend 
a party about a year ago. The 
party was thrown by an old 
friend of mine. He had invited 
some beautiful women from 
his office to the party. There 
was one girl in particular that 
caught my eye. She was 
twenty-four, five feet nine 
inches tall, a little over a 
hundred pounds with a 
beautiful body and face, and 
long brown hair. | had always 
thought Swedish women 
were among the most 
beautiful women in the world, 
but this one topped them. 


| was wearing a tight pair 
of jeans and a tank top. My 
biceps caught her attention 
first. My buddy introduced 
me to her, and we started 
talking and drinking. This 
went on till about two in the 
morning. | told my friend that 
| was taking off, then took this 
beautiful chick to her car. We 
immediately started some 
heavy French-kissing and 
petting. | told her to hang on, 
that | would take her to a more 
comfortable place —my apart- 
ment—which was about five 
miles away. 

As | drove along she laid 
Hier head down on my lap and 
began rubbing my crotch. | 
almost smashed head-on 
with another car. She 
unbuttoned my pants and 
took hold of my rock-hard 
cock. | was about to explode 
when she wrapped those 
sweet, tender lips around it. 
For two minutes she gave me 
head. We reached my 
apartment and went inside. 

| grabbed a couple of 
beers from the fridge. We 
stripped and sat in the middle 
of the floor in a 69 position. | 
was furiously eating her 
beautiful pussy. Then we 
moved to the bedroom and 
she had me lie on the bed on 
my back. She mounted my 
pole, pushing about an inch 
at a time into her, and twisted, 
bringing both of us maximum 
pleasure. LR 

We fucked and sucked for 
about an hour, then went to 
sleep, exhausted. She came 
back to my place one more 
time after that, and we 
repeated our previous per- 
formance. | found later that 
she was married. That kind of 
put a damper on the situation, 
but I'll probably see her this 
weekend. | can hardly 
wait. —J.R., Charleston, South 
Carolina 


College Biast Turns Into Bed- 
room Bash for Dazed Coed 
| would like to share with you 
one of the most greatest 
nights | have ever had. Too 
bad | can't remember it! 


| attend a university in the 
Northeast. My fraternity had a 
big party one Friday night in 
which we bought three- 
hundred dollars worth of hard 
liquor. My girlfriend was up 
for the weekend. 

We had been drinking and 
smoking weed for about four 
hours when my girlfriend, 
Frenchie, and | went into my 
room. We started kissing, her 
sweet tongue pushing into 
my mouth. | began undress- 
ing her, my tongue flicking 
her ear, neck and, eventually, 
her breasts. As | took off her 
jeans and panties, | gave her 
pussy a quick licking. She 
quickly undressed me and 
lay down on the bed. ~ 

| began licking her body. | 
licked the swell of her 
breasts, then trailed down her 
stomach. | went lower and 
licked her inner thighs until 
she begged for release. | 
moved to her sweet, juicy 
pussy and buried my tongue 
deep inside. She began 
moaning and begging me to 
get her off. 

She pushed me back on 
the bed. She lowered her lips 
over my cock. She went so far 
down on me that she was 
soon licking my balls. She 
pumped her head up and 
down until | shot my load 
down her throat. She quickly 
slid my still-hard cock into her 
sopping-wet cunt. She started 
riding me faster and faster. 
She came twice. Then, the 
third time she came, | 
simultaneously shot my load 
up into her cunt. We went to 
sleep after that. 

| didn't remember any of 
this. After she had gone back 
home, she sent me a letter 
telling me what happened. 


- God, | love private universi- 


ties. Beer, weed and sex 
—what else is there! —D.L., 
Boston, Massachusetts 


Horny Hypnotist 

Has Fun With More-Than- 
Willing Volunteer 

I've been reading Penthouse 
Letters for over ten years 
now, and have finally 
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experienced something that 
might interest your readers! 
It's my fantasy come true! 
I'm an architect and work 
for my dad. Ellen also works 
for my dad as his 
bookkeeper. From a skinny, 
flat-chested kid, she finally 
blossomed into a gorgeous, 
well-endowed woman! She 
stands five-four, has long, 
jet-black hair, and a 36B pair 


| of freckled tits. She’s married 


to a guy who is on the road a 
lot, leaving her alone at home. 
Since we were always close, 
it wasn’t unusual for me to 
drop by her place for beer — 
occasionally. 

One day, | noticed she was 
reading a book on hypnosis. 
| was intrigued. | asked her 
about it and she said that she 
was trying to learn self- 
hypnosis to quit smoking. 
Being a horny individual, | 
Casually asked her if | could 
try to hypnotize her, just to 
see if | could do it. She 
nodded. 

| bought two books on the 
subject and decided to make 
an attempt. She was really 
very excited about it and told 
me that she thought it would 
be very interesting. | think she 
was trying to give me a hint, 
but | pretended not to catch 
on, just in case | was 
mistaken about her hinting. 

She said she would be 
more comfortable lying down 
on her bed, so we went up to 
her bedroom. She plopped 
down on the bed, took her 
shoes off, and placed her 
hands down to her side. She 
was wearing her tank top, 
and | could see that her tits 
were just begging to be 
caressed! | began by saying, 
“You are feeling very 
relaxed.” This process took a 
good ten minutes, by which 
time she had closed her eyes 
and was breathing deeply. 

| assumed that she was 
under. | asked her if she was 
comfortable, but she replied 
that it was hot. | was getting 
excited and already had a 
raging hard-on! Wondering if 
she would take off her top, | 
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told her that it was getting 
warmer in the bedroom. She 
squirmed around. | then 
suggested that she could 
take off her tank top, and to 
my surprise, she started to 
pull it off! | stared bug-eyed 
at her heaving tits! | was 
starting to sweat! | then knew 
that | was in complete control! 
You can't imagine what raced 
through my mind. 

| told-her that it was still a 
bit warm and that she should 


. take off her shorts. | waited in 


eager anticipation, taking in 
the striptease in slow motion! 
| just about shot my load 
when | saw that she didn't 
have any panties on, and her 
pussy was shaved com- 
pletely! | commanded her to 
spread her legs, and she 
responded by spreading 
them out very wide. | then 
instructed her to remain 
relaxed and calm, that | was 
going to give her something 
that | had longed to for fifteen 
years! 

| got in between her legs 
and buried my head in her 
crotch, sticking my tongue 
up her pussy and making 
circular motions around her 
erect clit. | could taste her 
juices as they started to flow! 
She began moaning softly, 
and | asked her if she liked it. 
She responded by saying, © 
“Yes, it feels so good, don’t 
stop!” She still had her eyes 
closed and was gyrating her 
hips as | darted my tongue 
around her cunt. | knew she 
was nearing orgasm because 
of her breathing. Finally, she 
arched her back and let out 
a loud moan! Her body was 
racked with spasms as she 
came. | could feel her pussy 
pulsating on my tongue. She 
just about tore my hair out 
with her hands. 

| was terribly worked up 
now. | quickly undressed. | 
asked her if it was okay for 
me to enter her, and she said 
yes in a dazed voice. She 
once again spread her legs 
wide, and | guided my cock 
inside her wet pussy. It just 
slid right in—well-lubed with 


anticipation! My head was 
spinning. | started pumping 
away, ever so slowly at first. 
She opened her eyes, which 
made me think that she had 
regained her senses. Fortu- 
nately, she still had that 
dazed look on her face, and 
only smiled. | began 
increasing the tempo, and 
she responded in turn by 
thrusting her hips into me. 

The tension in my balls was 
increasing, and | knew that | 
was going to shoot soon. | 
had planned to pull out and 
shoot on her stomach, but 

,she wouldn't let me go. She 

had her legs wrapped around 
my waist and was actually 
humping me in a real frenzy. 
Too late now. | shot my load 
deep inside her, and 
remained inside her after the 
throbbing had stopped. After 
that, she let go and | was able 
to pull out. When | did so, 
come started dribbling out of 
her pussy and onto the 
sheets! | ran to the bathroom 
and cleaned up the mess 
with tissues. She was still 
breathing deeply and now 
had her eyes closed. 

| suggested that she 
should get dressed now, as 
the room was getting chilly, 
and she proceeded to get her 
top and bottoms on. | planted 
a thought in her mind: “After 
you awaken, you will not 
remember what had hap- 
pened.” | repeated this 
suggestion several times, 
then told her to snap out of it 
at the count of ten. When | 
counted ten, she opened her 
eyes, stretched and said she 
was sleepy. She asked me 
what happened, and | gave 
her a safe answer. She 
accompanied me down to the 
kitchen, where we drank 
some soft drinks, and | 
departed. Before | went to 
bed, | jerked off twice just 
thinking about what had 
happened. 

| saw Ellen at work the 
following day, and everything 
seemed normal. | was feeling 
really smug and happy. 
Whenever her husband is 


“Being a horny 
individual, | 
casually asked 
her if | could 
hypnotize her, just 
fo see if | 

could do if’ 


“Once, while under, 
she confided 
to me that she was 
sexually frustrated 
because she 
wasn‘ satisfied 
with her husband's 
performances’ 
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away, she invites me over for 
a hypnosis session. She 
claims that she isn't smoking 
as much as she used to! 
Once, while under, she 
confided to me that she was 
sexually frustrated because 
she had a high sex drive and 
wasn't satisfied with the 
quantity of her husband's 
performances. | was very 
glad to help her out! —Name 
and adaress withheld 


‘The Back Room Adventures 


of Billy Big Time 

Before my parents died a 
long time ago when | was a 
small child, Billy had 
promised my father that he 
would take care of me for the 
rest of my life if anything 
should happen to them. 
Something did, and he kept 
his word. 

One night, | got bored in 
my apartment so | called Billy. 
| told him | wanted to have 
some fun. He told me to go 
to his bar. So | got a cab and 
went. 

After | arrived, a man at the 
bar told me Billy was waiting 
for me in the private room. 
He told me that Billy wanted 
me to go into the ladies’ room, 
undress and put on the robe 
waiting for me in there. Then 
| was supposed to go into the 
private room and have some 
fun. | 

| did what | was told. After 
| finished, | walked into the 
private room. Billy was sitting 
on the bed, naked, with a 
glass of wine in his hand. He 
said, ‘Take off your robe, sit 
down and tell me your 
problem.” 

| went over to him and he 
put his glass down on the 
table next to him. | sat down 
on the bed. Then he told me 
to get down on my knees, 
grab his penis and suck it 
good. 7 

| did just that. As | sucked 
him, | put my arms around his 
hips and my hands on his 
ass. | sucked his cock until 
he came. After that was over, 
he sat down on the middle of 
the mattress, rested his back 


on some pillows, and his 
penis stuck straight up in the 
air. | got on top of him, on my 
knees. He opened my cunt 
with his fingers and slid his 
penis inside me till it was all 
the way in. 

This fun: went on for about 
an hour. After we finished, he 
went into the bedroom to 
clean off. | slid into the robe, 
went back into the ladies’ 
room and got dressed. We 
both met in the hallway. He 
kissed me and said, “If you 
get bored again, just 
call.’—B.G., Tampa, Florida 


‘Serendipity is defined in 
Webster’s dictionary as “the 
faculty of finding valuable or 
agreeable things not sought 
for.” In other words, a 
pleasant surprise. The letters 
above tell of such experi- 
ences. Maybe you, too, have 
unexpectedly had a sexual 
good time. Why don’t you tell 
us about it! Perhaps the other 
participant(s) of the event will 
recognize it and even give 
you a Call! Now, wouldn’t that 
be serendipitious? Give them 
an opportunity to see your 
letter by sending it to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. DM, 
1965 Broadway, New York, 
NY 10023-5965. 
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Striking Makeup Makes Businessman 
an Offer He Can’t Refuse 

I'm a very successful male business ex- 
ecutive, age thirty-five, six feet tall, one 
hundred and seventy-five pounds, with 
perfect features and an excellent build. | 
wear expensive suits | attract women like 
honey does bees. Most of them are Su- 


per straight: They have conservative, 


makeup. They all come after me, but I’m 
not all that interested because | have 
unbelievable orgasms only when I’m in 
bed with a woman wearing striking 
makeup. |’m sure |’m missing out on a lot 
of great women because of this, but a 
great makeup job turns me on so much 
| can come buckets seven or eight times 
a night. 

| get an incredible hard-on looking at 
a girl with a really fine makeup job. But it 
has to be stylish, perfect, and frankly, 
just a bit on the heavy-handed side. I'm 
not talking about punk, or trashy, or street- 
walker type makeup. I’m talking perfect 
and glamorous. The girl needn't be a 
raving beauty, but for me she must have 
an exquisitely done face. 

The most erotic night of my life hap- 
pened some years ago. There were still 
a lot of women around then who wore 
false eyelashes and wigs. | met Debra 
when both of us were doing volunteer 
work for the local arts council. She was 
about five feet eight inches tall, with strik- 
ing blonde hair and one of the most 
perfectly made-up faces | had ever seen. 
She wore expertly applied false eyelashes 
and had exquisitely drawn eyebrows. 
Her face was next to flawless, the result 
of a generous application of foundation 
and powder. Her hair was fabulous; | 
suspected her long, thick blonde tresses 
to be a wig. When | first saw her, my dick 
was so hard | was surprised | could 
speak when we were introduced. 

We sat next to each other at the meet- 
ing. | told her | thought her eyebrows 
were erotic beyond belief. She said most 
men couldn't get past looking at her big 
breasts and that her eyebrow “art” often 
went unappreciated. She expressed pleas- 
ure that ahandsome man had taken note 
of her skill. | could tell from the way her 
eyes kept dropping to my crotch that she 
liked what she saw. 

| invited her out for a drink after the 
meeting. My eyes were riveted to her 
makeup and false eyelashes, and | was 
. so hot for her | could hardly stand it. She 
must have felt the same way—as we 
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embraced each other on the way to my 
car, her hips felt so hot | thought her 
panty hose was going to melt. We quickly 
fell into the cramped quarters of my Mer- 
cedes, both knowing we had to have tt 
right then and there. 

Kissing her madly, | could smell her 
face and eye makeup. It was making 
me harder and hotter by the minute! She 
said she couldn't wait to get her lips on 
my throbbing member, and when she 
turned to do so | grabbed her hair and it 
came off in my hand! Debra’s face turned 
red—she was stunned with embarrass- 
ment. By then | had kiSsed all her makeup 
off and was holding her beautiful, blonde 
hair in my hand. “Well,” she said, “my 
beauty secrets are out now. | always 
wear expensive, human-hair wigs, and 
my perfect face comes from about twenty 
jars of glop on my dressing table.” | told 
her she looked terrific without her makeup 
and wig (she did!) and explained my 
particular fetish to her. Now both of us 
had our secrets out. 

Debra often teased me by not being 
dressed on time. She would make me 
watch her get ready, knowing that | 
couldn't dip into her juicy pussy until 
after the big event. She would greet me 
at the door in her bra and panties without 
her makeup on and her hair up in curlers. 
Then I'd watch her transform herself into 
the glamorous piece of work | would be 
spending the rest of the evening with. 
She would slowly apply lots of foundation 
liquid, down to the neckline of her low- 
cut dress. On her face she'd put contour- 
ing cream, four shades of eye shadow, 
three shades of blush, three shades of 
lipstick and lip liner, two coats of lip 
gloss, and two pairs of false eyelashes. 
Afterward she would put on a generous 
amount of face powder, then style her 
wig with her own hair so it looked com- 
pletely natural. What a turn-on! 

Now | live in New York, which has its 
own rewards. In New York, girls always 
wear the latest styles in makeup, and lots 
of it! Walking down any Upper East Side 
street gets me hard from just looking! | 
often go to plays, sitting as close as | can 
to the stage so | can see the heavy 
makeup on the leading ladies. | like to 
go to the hotel lounge when I’m away on 
business trips to see if the band has a 
girl singer with great makeup on. My 
ultimate fantasy is to see a Las Vegas 
showgirl go from blue jeans and T-shirt 
to full makeup for the show. I'd like to 
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feel those long eyelashes on a showgirl, 
just once! 
Tell me if you have ever heard of 


anyone with this particular fetish or fan- 


tasy. Perhaps some of the female read- 
ers of your column can tell me how some- 
one like myself can meet girls who wear 
lots of makeup. Naturally, I’m always re- 
luctant to share this fantasy with friends, 
for fear they'll think I’m a freak. —PA. 


Why should anyone call you a freak? You 
happen to be a man of good taste who 


~ likes to be surrounded by pretty women. 


That you prefer them to go to great pains 
to reach that particular state may sound 
somewhat unusual, but can in no way 
be thought of as freakish. 

What is interesting in your case is that 
you are one of very few men who not 
only enjoys watching a woman take hours 
to fix herself up, but also gets a sexual 
thrill from seeing her come to pieces 
(hairpieces included). This is a form of 
undressing. 

Many boys, particularly in small towns, 
are first made aware of the opposite sex 
by smelling perfume or powder on the 
girl next door, on their best friend's sister 
in church on Sunday, on aunts or friends 
of their mother’s who lean over little boys 
and hug them with compliments like: 
“Oh, didn't he grow a lot since last year!” 
In order for you to meet showgirl-type 
women, you could start your own model- 
ing agency or take up photography and 
work your way up in the fashion field. 

If you are into Las Vegas-type show- 
girls, you need a bundle of cash in your 
pocket to get to know them intimately. 
Then of course you can go through the 
same ritual of demasking their faces. 

What you didn’t mention in your letter 
is whether or not you pay any attention 
to the person behind the makeup—in 
other words, what kind of personality the 
woman has. Remember, beauty is only 
skin deep! 

Women who hide behind heavy 
makeup often do so to cover up all sorts 
of complexes, apart from the occasional 
blemish, wrinkle or scar. 

There may be other reasons you get 
so turned on by seeing a woman put on 
her makeup. (I thought men had better 
things to do than to hang around a 
woman who takes forever to paint her 
face.) Maybe you are a Closet transves- 
tite. Have you tried making up your own 
face? You could open a beauty salon 
and become a makeup artist as well as 
hairdresser. If you don’t want to go 
through this process yourself, finance 
someone who is interested in opening a 
similar business, and you will always 
have access to beautiful women and can 
aavise them on how to beautify them- 
selves even more. 


Unfortunately, my present lover is just 
the opposite of you. He likes everything 
au naturel. Nothing turns him off more 
than a lipstick smear on a teacup, a false 
eyelash floating languorously in his whis- 
key glass, powder on the pillow, mas- 
cara on his shirt or nail polish on the 
sheets. (Although | am not really one of 
those sloppy women who leaves bits of 
themselves lying around all over the 
place.) 

So | have chosen the golden mean, 
and during the day | generally wear little 
or no makeup, whereas at night when | 
go out on the town or receive guests at 
my house | wear the makeup you refer 
to in your letter. But my skin is still good, 
so | don't have to totally cover it with 
gooey pancake makeup, and my hair 
and eyelashes are still full, thick and 
natural so | do not need false hairpieces 
or eyelashes. 

/ just adore wearing lipstick and bright 
red nail polish on my fingernails and 
toenails, because it makes me feel so 
very feminine and sexy. 

Indeed, a woman's personality may 
change when she puts on her makeup 
in the same way that the personalities of 
actors or Clowns are transformed after 
they apply greasepaint. 


She Wonders: Doesn’t Anyone 

Kiss Anymore? 

| have been to bed with a lot of men, and 
| almost find it easier to get undressed 
and have sex with a man than to kiss 
him. Is this unusual? Somehow, kissing 
requires amuch more emotional relation- 
ship. 

Could it be because the few men | 
have kissed are such lousy kissers? 
Some of them hardly open their mouths 
and simply stick their tongue down my 
throat. Others slobber all over my face. 
—dJ.D. 


As you said, kissing is an act of great 
intimacy. | love kissing and usually have 
the same complaint that you have. There- 
fore, | enjoy kissing some of my lesbian 
lovers so much more than | do male 
lovers, as they are more sensual and 
more into touching in general. Between 
two lesbians, the gentleness and tender- 
ness is more important than the raw sex. 
Many men don't really care for foreplay 
and simply want to get it over with as 
long as they get what they want, which 


Is quite often merely a quick screw. 


Of course, there are exceptions, and 
maybe you ought to become more se- 
lective. There are other things one can 
do with one’s mouth, such as talk. That 
may be a four-letter word for intercourse, 
but it requires brains as well as personal- 
ity in order to be interesting. Once aman 
has talked you into bed, you should get 
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on with the kissing right away. 

What | love about a good kiss is that 
itis even more intimate than sexual pene- 
tration. All the senses are alert: seeing 
feeling, touching, tasting and smelling. 
And if I'm kissing someone | love, | will 
experience a beautiful orgasm. | must 
admit that it very seldom happens that | 
meet someone who knows how to kiss 
with heart and soul. Why not try to teach 
your lovers and gently tell them what to 
do and what not to do? Use your own 
imagination, tongue and lips, and tell 
them to do as you do to them. After all, 
one good deed deserves another. 


Young Grocery Clerk Makes the 
Delivery of His Life 

When | met my current lover, Nick, he 
was twenty-two. He had had only one 
sexual experience—a quick, unpleasant 
two-minute fuck with a college professor. 
Outside of that, he had never touched a 
woman, whereas | had had a great deal 
of experience with men. Before we ever 
met, Joey and | would always eye each 
other in the grocery store where he 
worked part-time as a clerk. He’s shy 
and would get very nervous when | was 
around, dropping vegetables on the floor 
or stumbling in the aisles. Once, watch- 
ing while | picked out frozen foods, he 
knocked down a whole stack of soup 
Cans. 

One day he was standing on a ladder 
arranging some bottles of applesauce 
on a high shelf. | came over and com- 
mented that his arms were very muscular 
and asked if he liked to exercise. He was 
so nervous that he was shaking. He man- 
aged to utter that he used to be on his 
high-school swimming team, but that 
since he'd started going to night school 
he had to preserve all his energy for his 
studies. | said | knew of a kind of exer- 
cise that really increased one’s energy. 
He stuttered, “W-w-what kind could that 
be?” | handed him a piece of paper with 
my address on it and said, “Show up at 
eight and you'll find out!” 

That night | greeted him at the door 
* wearing along, black robe, and instructed 
him to take a shower while | poured 
some heady wine. When he came out of 
the bathroom, | was sitting on my water 
bed with my robe open just enough to 
expose my black stockings and garters. 
| handed him a glass of wine and told 
him when he finished it I'd show him 
more. He gulped it down in a flash, 
whereupon | leaned back and took off 
my robe. | was wearing a black corset, 
laced up the front with a red ribbon. 
Joey's cock automatically stood stiff at 
attention. 

| knelt at his feet and began to give 
him a “toe job,” slipping his toes, one 
by one, in and out of my mouth. Then | 
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ran my tongue up his legs. Skipping his 
rock-hard penis, | continued to work my 
way up till | reached his nipples, which | 
softly sucked until they were hard and 


~ erect. | put one of my breasts before his 


lips, then pulled it away just as he was 
about to put his mouth around it. | knew 
| was teasing him, but | figured the only 
way to get a guy as shy as him to let 
loose was to get him so frustrated he’d 
eventually just go wild. 

Now he was begging to fuck me. | told 
him | wasn't quite ready, took a huge 
dildo out of my dresser, pulled my pant- 
ies down a few inches and plunged it 
inside me. | knew Joey was aching as 
he watched me. | pulled out the dildo 
and ran my hot tongue around his lovely 
balls. Finally, | slipped off my panties. 
Before | let him slip his shaft in, | made 
him promise to drink every bit of his 
come out of my cunt. He would have 
promised me the moon at that point, and 
now he readily agreed. 

After he exploded inside me, he put 
his face between my thighs and sucked 
out every drop of his own juice, the 
honest guy! Then suddenly, he looked 
at me and his eyes were hot as a tiger’s. 
| Knew he was letting me know that he 
was the one in charge now. 

In a moment, he was on top of me, 
slipping his cock up my cunt. When he 
was Satisfied, he took his dick out and 
put it in my mouth. Then he learned back 
and told me to stroke him all over. Soon 
he shot hot come all over his stomach 
and then pushed my head down so | 
could lap it up. After we both came 
again, we lay back and fell into a blissful 
sleep. When we woke up, Joey was 
once again as shy and gentle as a lamb. 

| was wondering, Xaviera, if you share 
my opinion that the guys who come on 
like macho men are usually letdowns in 
the sack, while the quiet ones are very 
often a wonderful surprise? From the 
moment | saw my shy, spectacled guy, | 
knew for sure there was a real tiger 
underneath that exterior! —D.P 


Your situation is the opposite of the old 
story of the prim-and-proper secretary, 
hair pinned up and glasses on the tip of 
the nose, who turns out to be some wild 
sex kitten the minute her boss takes off 


her glasses and. lets her hair down. — 


You've been lucky enough to find your- 
self a terrific pupil who, though inexperi- 
enced, was capable of everything you 
could dream of. 

| fully agree with your conjecture, and 
! still get a kick out of teaching some 
naive, inexperienced man the ropes. In 
the lectures | give on sex at universities 
all over Europe, | always advise that the 
best thing a man or woman around the 
age of twenty can do is to have an affair 
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with someone older and more experi- 
enced. Once one has been taught the 
art of loving, and has become acquainted 
with the numerous possibilities for pleas- 
ure, he or she can avoid a lot of sexual 
problems in the future. 


Should She Use Dental Floss Too? 
My boyfriend and | have been dating 
Steadily for three years. We have a beau- 
tiful sex life. Even after all this time, we 
still can’t keep our hands off each other. 
We have, however, one little disagree- 
ment, and after much playful arguing, | 
decided to write and ask your opinion. 

| love to give my baby head, but every 
time | swallow his come he makes me 
brush my teeth before he will even con- 
sider kissing me. He says it is unnatural 
for aman to taste his come, and | cannot 
convince him otherwise. He’s the only 
man I've ever met who has this idea. Are 
there many men like this, or is he 
unique?— TR. 


Your boyfriend is not unique. Most men— 
at least most heterosexual men—do not 
want to taste their own sperm. Some 
even find the thought of it revolting. | 
once suggested to a letter writer, who 
complained that she couldn't satisfy her 
boyfriend's desire for her to swallow his 
sperm, that she just hold the sperm in 
her mouth and discreetly spit it out after- 
ward. Men basically like the thought of 
coming inside a woman's mouth, but 
often don't really care if the woman swal- 
lows it or not. In your boyfriend’s case, it 
is mainly a psychological problem. You 
should simply tell him that if it’s okay for 
you, it should be okay for him. | wonder 
if he is into sucking pussy, as a vagina 
often has a much stronger flavor than 
sperm. If he does, try wiping his mouth 
off with a napkin afterward. If he finds his 
sperm in your mouth disgusting, put on 
a pair of rubber gloves and jerk him off 
with a clothespin on your nose. See how 
he likes that! 


Stretch Marks From Well-Hung 
Lover Scare Her 
For the past three years, | have done a 
considerable amount of modeling for lo- 
cal advertisements. Previously, | was a 
fitness instructor, and in general | am 
very conscious of my appearance. Right 
now I'm having an argument with two of 
my fellow models at the agency where | 
work. Both of these women have made 
some frightening statements about my 
sexual relationship with my boyfriend 
(and, | hope, husband-to-be), John. 

| have been dating him for four months 
now. In my opinion, our sex life is great 
with regard to sexual technique, endur- 
ance and, above all, size. Jack is nothing 
like my previous boyfriends. He has a 
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gorgeous, incredibly healthy penis. It’s = patas Sigg. arr (ld ee ede oh Aa 
almost ten and a half inches long, but} | GIRLS AND MORE GIRLS! 
most notably it is about tnree and a | 

quarter inches thick! My two girlfriends 
say that allowing Jack to put his big cock 
in me will stretch out my stomach and 
hurt my modeling career! 

The first time | saw how huge Jack’s 
cock was, | almost got out of bed and 
went home. But he was very gentle and 
took his time, easing it in inch by inch. | 
didn’t take in his full cock until the fifth 
time we made love. Now, however, Jack 
can easily slip his full length in and out 
of me in four different positions—mis- 
sionary, doggie, me on top facing him, 
me on top with my back to him—so | 
know I've stretched considerably since | 
met him. 

One of my girlfriends has a sister who 
is five foot one and weighs one hundred 
and two pounds. Last year she married 
a guy with a nine-afd-a-half-inch cock 
with a three-inch diameter, and recently 
her stomach has become real flabby. 
This worried me since Jack’s cock is 
even larger than her husband's. | thought 
maybe she lost the muscle tone only 
because she is short and small (|’m five 
foot nine). As | said, | have absolutely 
no problem taking Jack’s full cock in me, 
but my friends’ comments bother me. 
Are their contentions true?—L.B. 
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| think too much girlish gossip with your 
colleagues has filled your pretty head 
with imaginary problems. A woman's 
body is a beautiful creation and is infi- 
nitely adaptable. One aspect of this adapt- 
ability is the amazing elasticity of our 
vaginas; believe me, they stretch a great 
deal more than your friends’ imaginations. 

Indeed, in childbirth, the vagina will | 
stretch far enough for a baby to pass 
through it. The stretch marks some 
women have are USually due to the preg- 
nancy (not so much from the birth, but 
from carrying the little squirt around for 
nine months). Sometimes stretch marks 
appear after one has simply aieted. 

As for your friend's five-foot-one-inch 
sister, her stretch marks might have been 
caused by gaining and losing weight, or 
simply by lack of exercise, but not by a 
big cock. | think that your friends’ advice 
must have been motivated by jealousy. 
The only problem that could arise with 
your well-hung boy is that should you 
ever split up and replace him with a less 
endowed specimen, it may take a while 
for you to adapt. If you switch to a guy 
with a four-inch pecker, for instance, it 
may be difficult to tell if he has pene- 
trated you at all. After experiencing the 
greatest, it is bound to be a bit of acome 
down to return to normal measures. Even 
if this state of affairs should come to 
pass, you will find that your magnificent | 
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apparatus, the vagina, will soon adapt 
to a smaller or—or if it is possible—an 
even larger instrument than Mr. Big’s. 


Hot Lesbian Fantasies Spur Her 

to Possible Action 

For the last six months | have had this 
incurable desire to have a lesbian rela- 
tionship with a girl | know, whom | will 
call Cindy. 

She has always been very friendly 
and affectionate toward me. Little by lit- 
tle, | started seeing her in my “vibrator 
fantasies,” first, only in flashes: sneaking 
a grab at my ass at a party, rubbing her 
small, firm breasts against my back. Now 
| desire her totally. | want to feel her 
rubbing my twat, licking my breasts and 
neck. | love to imagine her slowly disrob- 
ing me, caressing my body, laying me 
down and teasing my thighs, first with 
her hands, then with her tongue. 

| imagine her slowly working her way 
down to my pussy. Softly and slowly, she 
licks the outside, tantalizing my lust. Her 
tongue slides inside me and is soon 
replaced with her fingers. 

All of a sudden she grabs my clitoris 
with her lips and massages it. | come, 
but she keeps going, alternating between 
lapping my juices and teasing my clit— 
again and again and again. 

To agonize me even more, Cindy has 
an identical twin, Terry. What | need to 
know is how to go about finding out if she 
would be interested in me for lesbian 
sex. Should | invite her out for drugs, 
take her to a club “with the girls,” or 
what? I'd appreciate your knowledge- 
able advice. —J.H. 


Get to know her a little better and talk 
openly about sex, but don't be too for- 
ward. The drugs-and-booze scene may 
relax her, but be aware that you shouldn't 
overdo it because it may dull the senses 
when you're finally about to attain the 
object of your desire. She may pass out 
on you. Try to set the scene in a ro- 
mantic, candlelit atmosphere, and rather 
than being too forceful and asking her 
outright, tactfully introduce the subject 
of lesbian sex and get her general opin- 
ions on it. If she sounds at all enthusias- 
tic, you're off and running. Don’t take her 
straightaway to lesbian bars, but keep it 
on a one-to-one basis. After she’s 
warmed up to the idea and has maybe 
Slept with you, then you can always take 
her to such places. Another way is to 
chat about subjects other than sex while 
you put an arm around her shoulder. 
Unobtrusively lower the lights and try a 
physical rather than a mental seduction. 
You may get a smack in the face, as | 
have once or twice. However, nothing 
ventured, nothing gained. 

And if Cindy turns you down, you've 
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always got Terry as a reserve. 

If | were you, I'd introduce the subject 
of lesbianism to your friend by casually 
pulling your vibrator out of your purse as 
if by mistake and watching her reaction. 
Then you can brifg the conversation 
around to masturbation and your hot fanta- 
sies. 


The Ins and Outs of Swinging 

A few months ago my wife, Fran, and | 
took a vacation at our favorite upstate 
resort. Every night we would go to the 
cocktail lounge in the hotel and chat with 
Tom, the owner of the place. Then one 
night Tom introduced us to Debbie and 
Steve, a pleasant couple from California 


whom he had invited to visit, and Fran 


and | joined them for dinner and several 
drinks. 

The four of us really hit it off. Around 
two in the morning, Tom left and the rest 
of us stayed on, acting like old friends. 
About an hour later, Fran and | invited 
Debbie and Steve to come back to our 
Suite with us. 

As soon as we got in the door, Steve 

suggested that Debbie remove her dress 
and she quickly complied. She was very, 
very pretty—about five feet five with a 
slim body, dark satiny hair, and big, 
dark, “screw me” eyes. | had an imme- 
diate hard-on and, noticing it, Debbie 
giggled seductively. She was so free 
and happy. | wanted Fran to let down all 
her inhibitions too, and after some effort 
| coaxed her out of her clothes. 
_ Fran is a natural blonde with light, 
Sparse pubic hair. Her pussy is very 
large, with thick, gorgeous cunt lips. | 
could see that Steve and Debbie were 
very pleased with her beautiful body. 
They both came over and began to stroke 
her long, gleaming blonde hair. 

Then the girls started dancing as Steve 
and | watched. | went over to Fran and 
quietly asked her if she wanted to have 
sex with Steve. Her answer was a hesi- 
tant smile. | assured her that | wanted 
her to behave as freely as she liked, and 
that if she wanted, she could do all the 
things we've read about in your column, 


Xaviera. At that, she went straight over - 


to Steve and began to undress him. 

We chose our partners for the eve- 
ning, and | started dancing with Debbie. 
As she slowly unzipped my zipper, | 
watched Steve’s hands travel all over 
my wife’s naked body: first her breasts, 
then her cunt. Then Steve eased a finger 
up her cunt. Fran began to moan and 
grind her hips so slowly and erotically 
that Steve shot all over her stomach. 
Debbie ran over and licked Fran’s stom- 
ach clean and began easing her finger 
in and out of Fran’s cunt, replacing 
Steve’s. Tom’s arrival broke up the act 
before Debbie (down on her knees and 
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fingering herself now) was able to eat 
Fran's cunt. 

Tom and Steve picked up my wife, 
took her over to a carpeted area and laid 
her down on the floor. While Debbie and 
| masturbated and tasted each other, 
we watched Steve and Tom make love 
to Fran. First they both sucked her tits at 
once. Then Tom began to eat her pussy 
as she sucked Steve’s cock. Like mine, 
Steve’s cock was only average, but Tom’s 
was really large and thick. 

When Steve pulled out of Fran, she 
pulled Tom down on his back and strad- 
dled him. Debbie and | could clearly see 
his cock in her pussy. Steve then began 
to rub his cock on her pussy for some 
moisture before easing it into her mouth. 
Right away, Fran went into a massive 
orgasm as each men fucked his own 
hole. | had never seen Fran so caught 
up in ecstacy as she was at that precise 
moment. 

Then something happened to steal 
my attention away from my wife's reverie. 
Debbie bent over and sucked my cock 
in a way that drove me wild, slowly chang- 
ing her style from a tender suck to a wild 
massaging pull. When | came, she swal- 
lowed every drop. She hopped up, went 
over to her husband, kissed him on the 
mouth, and returned to kiss me. By this 
time everyone was nearing climax. When 
| couldn't stand it any longer, | plunged 
my erect cock into Debbie's ever-ready 
cunt. Gosh, was she talented! | never 
knew a woman who could move her hips 
back and forth so quickly and squeeze 
a cock so tightly. 

The entire evening was spent enjoying 
group sex. When | finished with Debbie, 
| fucked my wife’s gaping cunt, full of 
Tom’s hot come, while Debbie sucked 
her tits. Then Tom ate out Fran’s cunt. 
Everyone was engrossed with Fran's 
large tits and cunt. 

Since then, we've gotten together for 
an even more successful rerun. We also 
have a big trip to the West Coast planned 
for next month to meet Steve and Deb- 
bie’s California friends. 

A long time ago, Tom gave us some 
good advice: Never be involved sexually 
with anyone but out-of-town friends. He 
also said that it’s better to meet people 
on neutral ground—such as on vacation 
at a resort—rather than in their usual 
environment, where the constant remind- 
ers of all the obligations of everyday life 
and expectations of those who have 
known them for a long time may inhibit 
them. To be involved with discreet sin- 
gles rather than couples Is usually better — 
unless you find a couple as open as 
Steve and Debbie. In addition, have every- 
one sit down now and then and talk over 
what you are all doing. 

Fran and | are taking It one step at a 
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time, but since she’s my closest friend | 
think we'll be fine. | get an instant hard- 


on just thinking of her having sex with HEAVEN 

me or someone else. | do want to pro- 

tect, but never stop her, and so | am 

actually encouraging her. Have many CAN WAIT... 
other couples reached this level of ma- | 
turity?— S.J. 

Yours is an example of a marriage where SATIS FY YO U R 
love, trust and mutual respect have DEEPEST, 

reached the stage where jealousy does 

not exist. If all relationships were on this FORBI DDEN 

level, our society would probably not be 

so sadly afflicted with war and crime. F; ANTASIES 


Toms advice to potential swingers is WITH ME 


good, particularly his reference to mar- 


ried couples since, unfortunately, it is NOW! 
very rare for a couple to match your kind : 
of trust and tolerance. 

How to Fuel a Sex Drive 

| have been living with a woman for the 
past five years, and we will be getting 


married soon. However, in the past year 
or SO we have found that we have ex- 


tremely different attitudes and inhibitions 4 800 933 LOVE 5683 
about sex, and that our sex drives differ 7 = 3 

greatly. While she is content to have sex | 

once or twice a week, | could do it at 4 -800-933-SINN (7466) 


least twice a day. 
My problem is this: | have started to BILLED ON MCI/VISA AS TALK TIME. 
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fulfillment. | frequent a massage parlor 
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A related problem is that we are very 
good friends with a couple who, like us, 
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are in their mid-twenties. Jerrie and her 
boyfriend, Bill, are always talking about 
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how great their sex life is, and she goes 
into graphic detail about how she loves 
to give head for hours and swallow gobs 
of come. She says she’s insatiable, and 
Bob agrees. 

I've offered to “come out of the bull 
pen” and lend a helping hand, but she 
just giggles at me. Nothing ever hap- 
pens except an occasional passionate 
Kiss or a quick feel. Talk about being 
frustrated! —E.D. 


Why do you suddenly want to get mar- 
ried’? Marriage won't save a dying ro- 
mance. 

Your lady can probably handle the 
massage parlors, even the occasional 
one-night stands, but you are playing 
with fire when you screw around with 
friends of the family. When a husband 
and a wife both want to swing, it is a 
different matter. | 

My lover and | allow each other to 
screw around when we are apart. We 
have, however, evolved a set of rules, 
one of which is that we don’t fuck friends. 
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Third, we guarantee that the product you 
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The Xandria Gold Collection. ..a tribute to 
closeness and communication. Celebrate the 
possibilities for pleasure we each have within 
us. If youre prepared to intensify your own 
pleasure, then send for the Xandria Collection 
Gold Edition Catalogue. It is priced at just 
four dollars which is applied in full to your 
first order. 
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He Thinks His Wife’s a Good 
Girl, But Finds Out 

She Wants It in a Bad Way 
My wife is a stockbroker and 
entrepreneur who, while she 
likes to have a good time and 
can be great in bed, more 
often than not prefers to be 
seen as a ‘good girl.” Well, 
on a weekend in New York 
with my best friend, she 
showed us that she is indeed 
very good. 

To begin with, my wife is a 
honey blonde who stands 
five-four with a tight body 
from years of aerobic 
addiction. Her firm tits sport 
long, hard nipples and her 
red bush tries unsuccessfully 
to hide a long, slick, sensitive 
clit. 

Our weekend began with 
the arrival of my friend Ernie 
from out West. Ernie is a 
typical California cowboy, 
and we were all up for some 
fun in the city after too much 
time at work. We started the 
day by getting tickets to an 
off-Broadway show which 
starred a very sexy woman. 
Our front-row seats and the 
star's breasts did much to set 
the tone for the evening. 

After the show we hit a bar 
to decide on our next move, 
and a couple of tequila 
shooters later things began 
to get interesting. Ernie and | 
began to comment on the 
nipples of the woman in the 
show (and anyone else who 
crossed our view). Well, not 


These letters are as written by our 
readers, except that they have 
been edited to enhance their read- 


ability, and names and all other 
identifying characteristics have 
been changed to ensure privacy. 
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to be outdone, my wife 
ducked into the ladies’ room 
and emerged with her bra in 
her purse and a fabulous pair 
of stiff nipples showing 
through her white blouse. 
“Maybe now you'll keep your 
eyes where they belong,” she 
said. 

Well, one round led to 
another and my wife was 
getting frisky, rubbing her tits 
on strangers in the bar. | 
decided that it was time to roll 
before things gotsout of hand. 
| went outside to get a cab 
while Ernie maneuvered my 
wife out of the bar. | 

We were hardly in the cab 
before she started to neck 
with Ernie, as the driver and | 
watched. She was as hot as 
I'd ever seen her, and | was 
getting a little jealous until she 
started to take turns with us. 
We each gave her as much 
tongue as she could handle 
while the cab cruised up the 
East Side. She began to pant 
and roll her hips from side to 
side. | took the hint while she 
was kissing Ernie and slid my 
hand down her tummy until | 
found her wet pussy and 
slipped my finger along that 
big clit | know so well. Even 
through her panties | could 
feel the heat and wetness of 
her pussy. She was so turned 
on now that she began to 
take her clothes off in the 
cab. Ernie and | told her to 
wait just a bit, since the cab 
had arrived at the apartment. 

We paid off the cabbie and 
somehow made it upstairs, 
where | spent what seemed 
like hours fumbling with the 
key in the dark while Ernie 
tried to keep my wife upright 
in the hall. She was trying her 


best to get to her knees for a 
look at the cowboy’s cock, 
but fortunately the door finally 
opened and we tumbled 
inside. 

« Atthis point the “good girl” 
started to take off her clothes 
before she even made it to 
the bedroom. Ernie, who was 
a little unsure as to how far 
this was going to go, stood 
and watched. My wife lay 
back on the bed with her legs 
spread and those juicy lips 
open for all to see while | 
climbed up and rubbed a 
thick eight inches on her 
nipples. She was out of 
control by this time and her 
pussy lips were wide open 
and oozing. | turned to Ernie 
and said, “Come on and join 
the party.” He was already 
stripped and | could tell that 
she was going to like his big 
Cock. 

This cowboy wasn't a 
pussy eater, but he put his 
long fingers to work on her 
pussy until he had three 
fingers pumping inside while 
massaging her clit with his 
thumb. When she came, her 
body spasmed and jerked 
on the bed while | held her 
arms above her head and 
pumped my first load of come 
into her mouth. | pulled off of 
her and told her to take care 
of Ernie. With my come 
smeared all over her cheeks 
she crawled down to Ernie, 
and for the first time | saw my 
wife suck another man’s 
cock. She wrapped her 
hands around his ass and 
took his. solid seven deep in 
her throat, pumping her head 
back and forth, looking for her 
second load. | loved it. My 
wife, who had always been a 


Polymorphous 
perverse 
permutations and 
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described firsthand. 
if three is a 

crowd, what of 
four... or five? 


83 


——————_—_—_—— ——————_—_—_—_—_—_—— 


READING AROUND 


The Snail Shit Solution 
The ancient Romans, a 
most libidinous lot, are 
believed by many modern 
historians to have been 
little concerned about 
contraception. Reay Tan- 
nahill suggests otherwise, 
however, in her authorita-- 
tive book Sex in History. 
Lats of information on the 
subject was available 
back then, Tannahill tells 


a lively and general 

interest. — : 
Even the great scholar 

Pliny penned a few 


prescriptions. He recom- 
mended measures aimed 
at reducing sexual desire, 
such as “mouse dung... 
applied in the form of a 
liniment.” His other reci- 
pes involved the use of 
snail excrement, pigeon 
droppings and “blood 
taken from the ticks on a 
wild black bull.” Not to be 
outdone, the ever-erudite 
Dioscoridies recom- 
mended “inserting pep- 
per into the . . . uterus.” 


Roman contraceptive meth- 
ods was that they didn’t 
allow for impromptu sex, 
notes Tannahill. After all, 
she says, it couldn’t have 
been convenient to round 
up those putrid potions “in 
the hectic interval be- 
tween first kiss and final 
consummation. "Gs 


us, which strongly implies. 


- Amajor shortcoming of 
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Strictly missionary-style per- 
son, was hot and ready for 
anything. 

By this time so was |, and 
while she attacked Ernie’s 
cock | came up behind her 
and slid my own into the 
hottest, wettest pussy | have 
ever felt. | stroked a few times 
and then pulled out to rub her 
clit with my pecker. She 
groaned loudly and started 
to shake as she came again. 


. Ernie responded to all this 


with a huge load that filled her 
mouth and dripped down her 
chin while she held onto his 
ass for support. | shoved my 
cock back inside her while 
she was still coming, and 
pounced her pussy until | 
came for the second time. 

She slid to the floor but we 
picked her up and laid her 
on the bed for a short rest. | 
rolled a nice doobie and we 
passed it around, enjoying 
the glow. Nothing much was 
said as we were all a little 
overwhelmed by what we had 
just done. But then my wife 
started to give us a little show 
as she slid her finger down to 
her pussy and brought a load 
of come up to her nipples, 
Slowly rubbing it around. It 
was incredible to see my wife 
lying there with her hair all 
tousled, come on her lips and 
come oozing from her open 
pussy as she pulled and 
twisted her long, slick 
nipples. 

As we watched, her 
nipples got longer and harder 
and she started to slowly flex 
her pussy up and down until 
she whispered to us to lie 
back. She rolled over and 
straddled Ernie’s leg, taking 
a cock in each hand. She 
alternately sucked and 
rubbed our cocks over her 
face as she humped Ernie’s 
leg faster and faster. By this 
time we were both ready for 
action but | told Ernie it was 
his turn to ride that pussy. He 
rolled on top of her and slowly 
slipped his cock between her 
pussy lips. | slid my head 
down for a close-up view and 
watched her pussy lips 


clinging to his cock as he 
withdrew, stretching wide to 
take him as he thrust back 
into her. 

| couldn't resist the urge to 
Slip my finger into her ass and 
pump along with them. She 
gasped. Ernie pumped for a 
few minutes and then | took 
over, starting slowly but 
building into the deep 
stroking | knew she loved. 
Our stamina was great after 
having unloaded on her 
already and we continued to 
take turns with her, changing 
positions, licking pussy and 
fucking face until she begged 
us to both come. By this time 
we were only too happy to 
oblige. Ernie proceeded to 
pound his big cock into her 
pussy as she spasmed 
beneath him and he came 
with a grunt, freezing 
motionless as he shot his load 
into her. 

When he rolled off | 
climbed on and slipped my 
cock into her. The accumu- 
lated come and pussy juice 
Slurped out around her lips. 
After just a few strokes | felt 
my load building. As she lay 
open and gasping beneath 
me, | let loose with the most 
Satisfying ejaculation of my 
life. | pumped my juice into 
her for wnat seemed like 
minutes until | pulled out and 
stood with Ernie alongside 
the bed. My wife lay there 
with her eyes closed, a smile 
on her face and a thick 
stream of juice sliding out of 
her pretty pussy. 

We covered her with a 
sheet, kissed her good night, 
and hoped that this was just 
the start of many more nights 
of fun. It was, but that’s 
another story.—R.C., New 
York, New York 


There’ll Be Guys Yelling 
“Fire!” in This Theater 

A while back, | discovered 
that my supposedly prim and 
proper wife was making 
herself the center of attention 
at the local X-rated theater. 
About a week after discover- 
ing her secret, | approached 


her. At first she was reluctant 
to talk about it, but eventually 
she opened up and admitted 
that having sex with one man 
just wasn’t enough for her 
anymore. | think she 
expected me to be upset, but 
my reaction was just the 
opposite. | became extremely 
aroused and told her that | 
didn't mind at all. “In fact,” | 
said, “! would love to watch 
you perform.” As | said this, 
she got a wicked smile on her 
face. She said that perform- 
ing had always been one of 
her fantasies. 

She went on to explain that 
the theater manager, whom 
she was balling on a regular 
basis, had suggested a 
special “after hours” perform- 
ance by her on stage. He was 
willing to pay her a substantial 
figure to strip and then take 
on several customers from 
the audience. She had 
accepted, and was sched- 
uled for her first show Friday 
night at midnight. The theater 
would lock the front doors at 
eleven-thirty, its normal clos- 
ing time. | got so turned on 
just by thinking about this that 
| grabbed Leslie and 
proceeded to fuck her right 
there on the floor. 

Friday came, and by 
ten-thirty | was in the theater, 
waiting for the show to begin. 
At about eleven-fifteen my 
wife (no one knew | was her 
husband) came in and 
moved down to the front row. 
After the movies ended, the 
lights stayed down, and the 
manager's voice came over 
the loudspeakers. He said 
that the normal movies were 
finished for the evening and 
the doors would be closing in 
a few minutes, but that if 
anyone wanted to remain for 
a “special” event, they could 
just keep their seats. 
Apparently word had gotten 
out, because of the thirty or 
SO people there, only one or 
two got up to leave. 

As soon as the doors were 
locked, the manager came 
out on a small stage and told 
everyone to move closer to 
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the front to enjoy what was 
coming. | noticed that Leslie 
was no longer seated, and 
guessed that she must be 
backstage. | moved to a spot 
about four rows from center 
stage and settled down to 
watch. The manager smiled 
and loudly announced, “And 
now, we are proud to present 
for your enjoyment the hottest 
pussy in the East.” 

Leslie came out from stage 
left, wearing a tight, denim 
miniskirt, red tank top, and 
three-inch spike heels. | could 
smell her perfume from where 
| sat. She didn’t waste much 
time getting into her act. She 
waltzed over to a chair at 
center stage, looked into the 
audience and pointed to 
someone. A man of about 
forty-five or so stood and 
went up to her. She sat on the 
chair and reached for the 
guy, grabbing his belt and 
undoing it. He just stood there 
as she pulled his pants and 
underwear down to around 
his ankles. When Leslie 
wrapped her lips around this 
guy’s cock, it immediately 
stood straight out. He didn't 
last more than twenty 
seconds before he was 
coming, with Leslie pulling 
him out of her mouth just as 
the sperm shot. She smiled 
up at him and winked, and 
then stood up and kissed 
him. He offered her his 
handkerchief and she wiped 
her face. 

As he was pulling up his 
pants and heading off stage, 
she slowly removed her halter 
top and skirt, leaving just her 
heels. Again she pointed to a 
man in the crowd. This time 
she met him as he came on 
Stage and stripped him from 
the waist down. She sat him 
on the chair and sucked his 
rather large member to 
attention. Facing the audi- 
ence, she sat back on his 
cock and slowly slid it into her 
cunt, closing her eyes as it 
entered her. She then began 
a slow, rhythmic ride, up and 
down that shaft. “Tell me 
when you're going to come!” 


DECEMBER 1990 


she told him in a voice we all 
could hear. ‘I’m getting 
awfully thirsty.” The lucky 
fellow grunted and Leslie did 
a quick dismount, ending on 
her knees in front of him. She 
stood him up and blew him 
until he came. She opened 
her mouth wide and held his 
throbbing cock a few inches 
away, so that each spurt was 
visible to us. She had picked 
a winner too, because this 
guy seemed to come in 
spurting, bucking buckets. | 
counted five solid streams of 
his sounk before he finally 
petered out. Leslie then 
looked to the audience and 
swallowed it all. 

Her next selection was 
actually two guys, and she 
did the old routine of sucking 
one while being fucked 
doggie-style by the other. 
This was too much for me. | 
had been jerking off, like 
many others in the crowd, 
and immediately came all 
over the floor. When | looked 
up, the two men had 
changed places, and both 
were obviously quite happy. 
They both came in short 
order, dumping still more 
sperm on her cheeks (both 
ends). While she was 
cleaning up from this, the 
manager came back out, 
wearing only a jockstrap. 
“And now for the finale, 
gents. The lovely lady gets it 
in her favorite hole—her ass!” 

Leslie came over and 
kissed him, sliding down to 
his jock, removing it to reveal 
a very large cock. She 
sucked it hard, and it must 
have measured at least ten 
inches. He took her hand and 
had her kneel right on the 
edge of the stage, her ass 
high in the air. Lubricating his 
hard-on with baby oil, he 
stood behind her and placed 
the head against her 
puckered hole. Slowly he 
pushed into her, inch by inch, 
until, incredibly, his entire 
cock was inside her ass. He 
began a slow in-and-out 
movement, drawing lusty 
groans from my wife. From 


our vantage point, we could 
see every inch of his cock as 
it worked its way in and out, 
and when he finally came 
deep in her ass, we saw the 
come well up and dribble 
from the edges of her 
well-filled hole. They re- 
mained together, locked in 
an orgasmic embrace for 
several minutes, before he 
finally stid out. He stood up 
and faced us. “Well, 
gentlemen, that concludes 
our show for tonight. In about 
five minutes the doors will be 
opened for you to depart. 
«Please come back, and 
remember, our next show is 
tomorrow night, same time. 
Maybe you'll be lucky enough 
to be chosen!” 
| filed out with the rest of 
the crowd and went home. 
As | closed the front door, the 
phone was ringing. It was 
Leslie. She asked how | had 
liked the show. | told her it 
was the most incredibly erotic 
thing | had ever experienced. 
She said she was glad and 
that she was not going to be 
home tonight. The manager 
had asked her out for drinks 
and to stay at his place. He 
had told her that if | agreed, 
she could pick me for the 
show the next night. Instead 
of being upset, | found the 
idea of being allowed to fuck 
my wife in front of strangers 
intoxicating. | told her that | 
didn’t mind in the least, and 
that | would see her at the 
theater the next night. And 
that is the subject of my 
next letter. —7-R., Boston, 
Massachusetts 


The Best Way to Get Along? 
A Little Doggie-Styie 

at Home on the Range 

My husband of two years just 
bought a twenty-acre farm in 
Wyoming. Since we live in a 
large metropolitan area, he 
thought it would be a great 
treat to forget about all the 
hustle and bustle of the city. | 
thought he was crazy, but 
when | went to the ranch for 
the first time | was truly 
amazed at the peace and 
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Blame It on Ma and Pa 
Our attitudes toward sex 
are influenced by the 
marital history of our 


parents, according to a 


study by Professor Arland 
Thornton of the University 
of Michigan. As reported 
in the Wall Street Journal, 
Thornton’s conclusion is 
based on interviews with 
a ‘large sample of white 
Detroit mothers” between 
the years 1962 and 1985. 
These women’s children 
were interviewed upon 
reaching the age of 
eighteen and again when 


they were twenty-three. 
Thornton has found 
that, as a rule, the children 
of mothers who'd married 
young have a more 
tolerant attitude toward 
premarital sex than do 
those whose mothers 
married older, and that 
they ‘tend to enter more 
quickly into cohabitation 
or marriage.” A child who 
was conceived before his 
or her mother was married 
is apt to be ‘substantially 
more sexually active’ than 
one whose conception 
occurred after wedlock. 
“Young people whose 
parents divorced [while] 
they were growing up,” 


the Journal reports, are ~ 


twice as likely to engage 
in premarital sex and 
cohabitation than children 
from “intact families. b= 
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tranquility it offered: open 
fields for as far as the eye can 
see. Our property is 
separated by a wooden fence 
that goes all around the 
borders. We have neighbors 
on either side, but | had not 
met them until this wild thing 
happened. 

| stayed a week longer 
than my husband to tidy up 
the large Victorian house. 
One afternoon it was so hot 
and sunny | decided to 


trimmed bush with one of my 
hands. One of the men was 
holding my shorts in his hand. 
They both looked like 
cowboys and were rather 
good-looking. | can’t believe | 
was so deeply into masturba- 
tion that | didn’t hear them 
approach on their horses. 
One of them blurted out that | 
was one fine-looking lady. | 
thanked him and asked for 
my shorts back. The other 
one said, “Now, why would 


explore our vast fields. | threw | you want to cover up that 


on a pair of shorts and a 
T-shirt and jumped on one of 
our horses, staying close to 
the border fence as | circled 
the open fields. | have never 
felt such tranquility. | looked 
around and there was nothing 
in sight except a deep blue 
sky, a light, cool breeze and 
open wilderness as far as the 
eye could see. | came up to 
a small clearing right beside 
the border fence and 
decided to relax there for a 
while. | lay down on the soft 
earth and stared at the sky. 

| don't know why but my 
thoughts turned to my 
husband's cock. | imagined 
him making love to me on this 
very spot under the bright 
sunshine. | slipped my shorts 
down my long, smooth legs 
and started to rub the insides 
of my thighs. My pussy was 
getting very wet as | thought 
of his cock sliding into my 
burning hole. | closed my 
eyes as my fingers busily 
rubbed my exposed clit. | 
moaned in orgasm as the 
sweet liquid flowed out of my 
open cunt. As | opened my 
eyes | couldn't believe what | 
saw. There in front of me, 
sitting on the fence, were two 
men who had been watching 
what | was doing. You can't 
imagine the embarrassment | 
felt at that moment. Here | 
was with my hands all over 
my soaked pussy, bringing 
myself to an orgasm while 
these two men whom | had 
never seen before in my life 
watched. 

| quickly rose to my feet 
and covered my perfectly 


fine-looking body? Why don’t 
you take that top off so me 

,and my brother can see those 
big titties you're hiding?” 

‘After saying this he got up 
and walked toward me while 
taking his jeans off. The one 
still on the fence got up and 
stripped completely naked. 
He had a large, muscular 
frame with a long, thick cock. 
He asked me to get on my 
knees and suck his cock. I’m 
sure | would have done 
something else if | hadn't 
been very horny, and looking 
at these two naked cowboys 
didn't do anything to subdue 
my horniness. 

| knelt down and started to 
stroke the first guy’s 
hardening cock. His brother 
tried to stick a couple of 
fingers in my pussy from 
behind but the guy | was 
sucking yelled at him to go 
and sit on the fence and 
watch until it was his turn. | 
sucked his balls while jerking 
him off. He had such a 
beautiful cock that all | 
wanted to do was swallow his 
come. All throughout my 
expert blowjob, he never 

. stopped telling me how pretty 
| was and that | really knew 
how to suck cock. At that 
point | was really into it and 
would have done anything for 
them to fuck me. 

The one | was working on 
was just about to come, so | 
took his tool out of my mouth 
and quickly jerked the large 
head with my hand, telling 
him | wanted to see his come 
fly through the air. He 
moaned loudly and released 


a large load, and | quickly 
cleaned the remainder off 
with my tongue. He helped 
me to my feet and pulled my 
T-shirt over my head. Their 
eyes almost popped out of 
their heads as my big, firm 
38C tits popped out. They 
told me | had the best-looking 
body they had ever seen. The 
guy | had just jerked off 
played with them a bit while 
sampling my wet pussy with 
two of his fingers. He brought 
them to his mouth and licked 
off my pussy juice. 

“Man, |’m sure you taste 
great, but my cock’s aching 
to fuck that hole of yours.” | 
got on my hands and knees 
facing his brother, wno was 
stroking his own thick cock. 
Without warning, the guy 
behind me shoved the whole 
thing to the hilt. It took me a 
few minutes to get used to its 
size, but it was pure ecstasy 
after that. His brother knelt in 
front of me offering me his 
hard cock, and | eagerly 
sucked him off. This was the 
first time | had had a cock in 
my mouth and in my pussy at 
the same time. | must have 
had three orgasms in less 
than five minutes. 

Finally, | asked the two of 
them to come together on my 
tits. When they sensed it 
coming they both stood in 
front of me as | sucked and 
jerked them. | had each cock 
pointed at a tit when they 
came all over me. After | 
cleaned their dicks we all got 
dressed and started talking. | 
found out they were my 
next-door neighbors. For the 
rest of my stay they fucked 
me silly every chance they 
got. | have never been a 
sexual slave to anyone in my 
life, but there is something 
about these two rugged men 
that makes my pussy ache. 
—H.T., Casper, Wyoming 


While Answering a Service 
Call, He’s Overcome 

With Wrestlemania 

lama TV repairman, and 
while answering a call one 
day | was invited into the 
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house by a large, good- 
looking lady wearing shorts 
and a halter top. She 
introduced herself as Sue, 
and as | followed her into the 
lounge, admiring her fair, 
shoulder-length hair, strong 
shoulders, large bum and 
muscular thighs, she ex- 
plained that her television had 
gone on the blink the 
previous evening. 

| entered the lounge and 
to my surprise saw three 
other females, in outfits 
similar to Sue’s, lolling around 
on a large judo mat in the 
center of the room. Sue 
introduced me to Celia and 
Eve, both of whom, like Sue, 
looked to weigh around a 
hundred and eighty pounds. 
Sue then introduced me to 
Babs, who was a real 
amazon: six feet tall, large 
build, medium-size breasts, 
narrow waist, large bum and 
thighs, and weighing well 
over two hundred pounds. 
Sue explained that they were 
amateur wrestlers and told 
me not to mind them while 
they practiced. 

| soon whipped the back 
off the TV and found the 
fault—a blown fuse. Mean- 
while, | kept a good eye on 
the action on the mat. Celia 
and Eve were grappling with 
each other while Sue and 
Babs egged them on. Eve 
seemed to be getting the 
upper hand and was 
declared the winner. By this 
time | was rock-hard, as any 
red-blooded male would be 
while watching such a 
spectacle. 

As Celia and Eve were 
catching their breath, Sue 
suggested that | go a. couple 
of rounds with one of them. | 
gulped and said, “Why not?” 
| asked who was the usual 
winner amongst them, and 
this turned out to be Babs. | 
gulped again as Babs stood 
up and walked to the center 
of the floor, a huge grin on her 
face. 

Warily, we circled each 
other, looking for an advan- 
tage. Babs lunged, hooked a 
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steely arm around my neck, 
and put her leg behind mine. 
We both toppled to the floor, 
Babs on top. Quickly, she 


released my neck, then all the . 


breath whistled out of my 
lungs as she dropped her 
behind sideways onto my 
chest. She turned ninety 
degrees, putting one leg over 
each of my shoulders so that 
| was looking up between her 
thighs at her face. “How’s 
that for a shoulder press?” 
she smiled. 

As | struggled to get air into 
my lungs, she edged up my 
chest until the crotch of her 
shorts was inches from my 
mouth. “See anything you 
fancy?” she asked. | looked 
into her crotch to see the 
outline of her pussy, which 
had begun to dampen her 
shorts. With a smile she stood 
up, one foot on either side of 
my head, and as | started 
breathing normally again, she 
stepped out of her shorts and 
took off her top. “Okay, girls. 
He’s all ours.” she said. | felt 
eager hands tugging at my 
belt and dragging my shoes 
and underwear off. My rod 
sprang to attention and was 
seized by eager hands. 

Meanwhile, Babs had knelt 
down over my face, adjusting 
the position of my head with 
her hands and settling her clit 
onto my tongue. | could just 
breathe, and | sent my hands 
up to cup her ample breasts. 
Just then | felt a tight cunt 
slide down over my pole. It 
was Sue, and as she began 
to ride my cock, she had her 
hands on Babs’ shoulders, 
both of them riding me in 
synchronized rhythm. As she 
began to climax, Babs 
groaned, closed her legs 
together and sat with her full 
weight on my face. Even 
though | was nearly suffocat- 
ing, | managed to come 
inside Sue as she bucked up 
and down on my cock in 
orgasm. 

After a few minutes, Celia 
and Eve noticed that my cock 
hadn't totally wilted. With just 
a little coaxing by their expert 


tongues, | was rigid again. 
“All aboard,” | said as Celia’s 
cunt descended on my pole 
and Eve lowered her wet 
pussy onto my face. These 
two girls were already quite 
aroused by watching, and 
came after only a few 
minutes. —S.J., St. Thomas, 
Virgin Islands 


With Four Giant Tits Staring 
Him in the Face, 

What's He Supposed to Do? 
My wife and | are avid 
readers of Penthouse Letters. 
This Summer we experienced 


«a fantastic sexual encounter 


that we thought should be 
shared with our fellow 
readers. Since Yvonne and | 
have been together, we have 
always fantasized about a 
threesome and how the 
presence of another female 
could make for an interesting 
evening. One night, one of 
Yvonne's friends from work 
was having a party and we 
were invited. When we 
arrived, | noticed right away 
how similar Jackie (our 
hostess) and Yvonne are in 
appearance. Both have 
shoulder-length brown hair, 
are relatively short (about five 
foot two), and have very 
shapely figures. Jackie was 
wearing a low-cut blouse with 
no bra and skintight jeans. 
Her large breasts (I'd guess 
36C) were very much 
exposed whenever she made 
a sudden movement. 

After Yvonne introduced 
me to Jackie, we went inside, 
grabbed a couple of drinks 
and sat on one of Jackie’s 
thickly cushioned sofas. As 
we sat, | noticed that Yvonne 
seemed bothered by some- 
thing. When | asked if 
anything was wrong, she 
said, “Maybe | should go 
around with no bra like 
Jackie.” | told her that was a 
great idea and that her boobs 
could match Jackie’s any day 
(Yvonne is 34D). With that, 
she went into the bathroom, 
and when she returned her 
bra was no longer holding her 
gorgeous boobs in place. 


READING AROUND 


The Bashful Bawd | 


Some of the savory 
memories of acolorful 
New York madam, the late 


Polly Adler, are served up 


in the delicious anthology 


Fille de Joie. The most 
amusing of these tells of a 
sweet young thing named 
Maureen who applied to 


_ Adler for a job without 
- understanding what kind 


of work she was getting 
into. Maureen was so 
naive that when Adler 
asked if she was French— 
that is, a fellatrice—she 


replied, “No, |’m Irish.” 

She was nevertheless 
sent to service one of 
Adler's best clients —only 
to return shortly in tears, 
complaining that the client 
had begun to take off his 
clothes. Adler calmed her 
and belatedly explained 
exactly what her new 
vocation entailed. Since 
she was desperately 
broke, Maureen pleaded 
for another chance with ~ 
the same john. Adler told 
her to go ahead. 

“Later in the evening,” 
recalls the madam, ‘she 
came ...tomy room and 
showed me the hundred- 
dollar tip she had 
received. | said to her, 
‘Well, was it so bad’?’ 

““No,’ she said. ‘But 
then, you see .. . we didn't 
do anything. .. . | talked 
himoutoii a 
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“As | got closer, | 
could hear gentle 
sighs of delight. 

In the room | saw 
them both on 

the bed, kissing 
and fondling 
each other’ 


She sat down on my lap and 
began rubbing my quickly- 
stiffening cock. | then started 
to discreetly caress her 
mounds, which caused her 
to moan quietly with pleasure. 

Just then Jackie came over 
to talk to us. She could see 
that we were enjoying 
ourselves and began to smile 
as she approached. 
“Yvonne, she said quietly, 
“could you stop what you're 
doing for just a moment and 
smoke a joint with me in the 
bedroom?” Yvonne quickly 
agreed and got off my lap, 
revealing the huge lump in 
my pants. ‘T'll be back for 
that later,” Yvonne said, and 
they both went into the 
bedroom. | began talking with 
some other couples and 
didn't notice how quickly the 
time passed. 

As the party dwindled, | 
noticed everyone was leav- 
ing. Since Yvonne and Jackie 
were not around, | said 
good-bye to the last of the 
guests and headed toward 
the bedroom. As | got closer 
to the door | could hear the 
gentle sighs of delight 
coming from the room. | 
opened the door slightly to 
see them both on the bed, 
hugging, kissing and fondling 
each other. | watched as 
Jackie slowly opened the 
buttons on Yvonne's blouse 
and kissed her way toward 
Yvonne's very swollen nip- 
ples. As she sucked and 
Squeezed Yvonne's breasts, 
Yvonne slipped Jackie's 
blouse off, saying, “Please 


eat my pussy. Please.” Jackie 


quickly removed Yvonne's 
jeans and then her own. 
Yvonne's pussy was glisten- 
ing with her flowing love 
juices, and the scent of these 
horny females filled the air. 
Jackie climbed on top of 
Yvonne and they began to 
French-kiss and fondle each 
other passionately. As they 
kissed, Yvonne slid her finger 
between Jackie's legs and 
into her now-sopping pussy. 
Jackie moaned deeply with 
pleasure and began to move 
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her hips with the motion of 
Yvonne's penetrating finger. 

Both women were hot now. 
Jackie began to lick her way 
over Yvonne's luscious tits 
toward her awaiting pussy. 
With Jackie's first pass of her 
tongue over Yvonne's clit, 
Yvonne let out a great sigh. 
“Suck me, Suck my pussy, 
darling. That's it. . . that’s it.” 
Jackie artfully licked and 
sucked Yvonne's pussy. She 
then turned her body so that 
they were in a perfect 69 
position. | was seeing my wife 
for the first time with another 

«women and | was enjoying it. 
Needless to say, | was really 
turned-on and decided |’d 
like some of this action. 

As | quickly and quietly 
Stripped, both women 
reached a tremendous or- 
gasm. Both humped and 
bucked until they had 
covered each other's face 
with their juices. When | 
entered the room, Yvonne 
looked up and asked, “What 
took you so long?” 

“| was just enjoying the 
show. Now I'll have to take 
care of you ladies.” With that 
| climbed onto the bed and 
licked and kissed each girl’s 
face clean. | then began to 
kiss Jackie deeply. There was 
something about kissing 
another woman with my wife 
present that really excited 
me. Yvonne noticed right 
away and began to suck my 
throbbing cock. | then gently 
caressed Jackie's hair and 
guided her down to my cock. 
She and Yvonne took turns 
sucking and licking me. | was 
in ecstasy. | exploded into 
one of the deepest, most 
enjoyable orgasms I’ve ever 
had. 

These ladies, however, 
wanted more. They quickly 
sucked my cock back to its 
full, seven-inch erection and 
then positioned themselves 
to be fucked, lying next to 
each other on the bed. | 
fucked Yvonne first, then 
Jackie and then Yvonne 
again. As | fucked them, they 
were locked in deep 


French-kisses while rubbing 
each other's breasts. | could 
feel their pussies getting 
tighter and | knew it wouldn't 
be long before each would 
come. | began to pump them 
harder each time, jamming 
my thick cock deeper inside 
them. As | began to fuck | 
Jackie, she started to quiver. 
“Please don't stop. I’m going 
tocome...Imcoming... 
don't stop... !’mcoming... 
” | pumped furiously as 
Jackie Came, causing her to 
scream with pleasure. 

When her orgasm was 
over, she gave me a big kiss. 
Now it was my wife’s turn. | 
began to work on her by 
slowly sliding my cock in and 
out as far as it would go. 
Yvonne thoroughly enjoyed 
this slow, easy rhythm. | then 
increased the speed and 
power of my thrusts, moving 
faster and deeper as | 
fucked. Yvonne wrapped her 
legs around my waist as her 
pussy tightened. | could feel 
my balls tingling. | was about 
to come. As | pumped 
Yvonne, Jackie reached over 
and nibbled on her tits. This 
excited Yvonne. She started 
to breathe harder. Suddenly, 
she took a deep breath and 
climaxed into an orgasm, 
which caused me to come 
instantly. | filled Yvonne with 
my come and then collapsed 
into her arms. 

All three of us fell asleep 
that night in each other's 
arms. It was a night that my 
wife and | will always 
remember.—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


Maybe these letters pale in 
comparison to your torrid tales 
of sex en masse. But if these 
letters had not been written 
by your fellow readers, you 
would not be as fired up right 
now as we hope you are. Why 
don’t you tell us your hottest 
sex story and turn on the rest 
of the world (and maybe even 
yourself). Send your letters to: 
Penthouse Letters, Dept. DM, 
1965 Broadway, New York, 
NY 10023-5965. 
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in college one is sure to 
learn that young, 
confused minds are not 


the only things that 


need straightening out 
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COME AGAIN 


My name is James and I'm a junior at a 
small, private college in Ohio. Every 
month | wait anxiously at the college 
bookstore for the the new issue of Pent- 
house Letters. I’ve always enjoyed read- 
ing of the sexploits that your readers 
report, but | never dreamed that | would 
have an experience worthy enough to 
write to you about. 

It happened during exam week. As 
usual, | was swamped with work, and 
was consequently feeling very tense. 
When | get like this, | vent my frustrations 
by playing racquetball. This usually re- 
lieves the tension.,|t was late at night and 
| needed a break from cramming, so | 
went to the gym, not caring that | had 
an economics final at nine o'clock the 
next morning. As | was smashing the 
ball against the front wall, it never crossed 
my mind that a racquetball court could 
be used for another kind of balling. 

| was so into the workout that | soon 


lost track of the time. Before | knew it, the 


girl who closes up the gym came around 
and told me it was time to leave. | had 
seen her on campus and | knew that her 
name was Stephanie. This beautiful coed 
(measuring .in at nearly six feet) was 
dressed all in white, which accentuated 
her blonde hair and bronzed skin. | could 
see that under her T-shirt her small, firm 


_ breasts were not tethered by any bra. 


My eyes, however, were riveted on her 
long, shapely legs that flowed in smooth 
curves from her close-fitting shorts down 
to her crew socks and Tretorns. Need- 
less to say, by this time my hard-on was 
straining the elastic in my jockstrap. Sens- 
ing a need to work off some of this 
energy, | pleaded for a few more minutes 
on the court. Stephanie agreed but said 
that | would have to leave after she closed 
the rest of the gym. | followed her ass 
down the hall with my eyes, finally return- 
ing to my workout when she disappeared 
around the corner. 

| continued to hit the ball around until 
Stephanie came back and asked me if | 
would like to take a shower. | noticed a 
gleam in her eyes as she said this, so | 
wholeheartedly agreed. As | was stand- 
ing under the warm shower, fantasizing 
about Stephanie, my hard-on came back 
twice as strong. Then, as if my fantasies 
were coming true, | felt two arms wrap 
around my waist and two hands grab 
my seven-inch prick. Stephanie mashed 
her naked breasts against my back and, 


as | turned around in surprise, she knelt 


down and took my dick between her 
moist lios. The combination of a skillful 
tongue on my aching cock and talented 
fingers caressing my balls made me 
come almost instantly. Looking down, | 
expected to see hot come all over her 
face, but instead | watched as she swal- 
lowed every last drop. 

With my flaccid penis in one hand, 
Stephanie led me back to the racquet- 
ball court. She started to introduce her- 
self but | cut her off, saying | knew who 
she was. When we got to the court, | got 
my first look at her pussy, which was 
dripping with desire. Our lips met in a 
passionate French kiss as we tumbled 
to the floor. My tongue began to tease 
her hardened nipples and | thrust my 
fingers into her steaming twat. | slowly 
kissed my way down her body until | 
replaced my fingers with my probing 
tongue. Soon the incessant lapping of 
my tongue against her clit brought her 
to the throes of a violent orgasm. | alter- 
nated flicking her clit and digging deep 
into her vagina, finally bringing her thighs 
around my head and burying my face in 
her pussy as she showered me with 
cream. | 

As soon as she recovered, | kissed 
my way back up her sweat-drenched 
body, my darting tongue exploring every 
possible region. When | reached her lips, 
my dick slipped effortlessly into her sop- 
ping cunt. The sensation was heavenly 
as my cock pistoned deeper and deeper 
into her fiery-hot tunnel. Stephanie and | 
moved in perfect unison, at first in a slow, 
sensuous rhythm. Then, as we ap- 
proached the most overwhelming climax 
I've ever had, the tempo began to in- 
crease. Soon we were fucking frantically. 
| was oblivious to everything except 
Stephanie's pussy and my cock and how 
great it was to be fucking like this. After 
a few.minutes of frantic slamming, the 
racquetball court echoed with moans of 
pleasure aS we came together. Lying 
there, exhausted, we both fell asleep. | 
awoke several hours later to find that my 
dream girl had left and that | had an 
economics test in one hour. : 

While dressing, | found a note from 
Stephanie in my shorts, saying that any- 
time | wanted to hit a few balls around, 
she would always be a willing and able 


partner! Since then, | no longer need 


racquetball as an outlet. 
PS. Stephanie also gets into dou- 
bles! —J.McK., Cleveland, Ohio 
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» THOUSANDS OF READERS CALL PENTHOUSE EVERY DAY! CALL TODAY AND FIND OUT 
mY FOV SEXY AND EXCITING A TELEPHONE CALL CAN BE. 


_ Hear the sexiest Penthouse Pets and vote for your favorite. Leave a message that only she will hear. 
Nes | Lucky callers will recieve a FREE signed photo or actually speak live with a PET. 


It's Penthouse Letters come to life! Listen to confessions and fantasies from por 
sexy women, or record your own for others to hear. If you're an exhibitionist or a voyeur, 
this is for you! Our most popular service. 
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